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    Chapter One – Temptation


    Abigail gasped. Her whole body tensed as she felt the pleasure transmit itself into the deepest, most primitive part of her brain.


    Jean-Claude’s face smiled above her. The reaction had told him all he needed to know. There was a pause before his finger began to gently caress her, teasingly probing the folds of skin which hid her clitoris.


    The pause was the moment when she should have uttered something. A yes for the faithless cock-lover lurking unashamed within her, a no for her civilised, sensible, calculating side. A no which would preserve the status quo, her secure position in the idyllic world she had entered so recently and so gratefully.


    She knew her passive silence was the equivalent of assent as she opened her mouth and her eyelids drooped over her hypnotized eyes. He would not stop now, nor did she wish him to. The massage had been too much, the sensual barrage too powerful.


    Perhaps that was the moment when she should have declined contact with him, before he offered to rub the sun lotion into her back. Or the further juncture when his ministrations around her spine, exploiting her nudity, had fully relaxed her and he had suggested she turn over.


    Yes. That was definitely the moment. But turning over afforded her the possibility of catching another glimpse of his naked cock, the prospect of which had fascinated her as he worked his strong hands over her torso.


    She had earlier watched him as he plunged into the small swimming pool, and afterwards, as he climbed from it, dripping, his shoulder-length brown hair clinging to his neck. His cock was the largest she had seen, well framed by his muscular body, darkly tanned all over. He had strolled towards her without the slightest embarrassment, before crouching near her lounger, engaging in chit-chat about her journey from England, before the suggestion about the sun lotion had initiated her demise.


    Now, she gave in to it. The finger probed and rubbed, confidently and unhurried. The slowness of it gave rise to a last stand from her rational mind, the thought that Keith and Catherine might be back soon. But the very slowness and patience was arousing her more thoroughly, and the bastion of reason collapsed with the rationalisation that it was a long way to the small town, and the pair had left not long before.


    Not that she cared, now. Jean-Claude worked on her until she was a wettened, moaning strumpet. When he stopped, she was ready, even for that massive penis which filled her thoughts and would soon fill her willing pussy. As she spread herself on the wide lounger, the surprise when he went down and began to tongue her clitoris caused her to cry out in a mixture of frustration and ecstasy.


    She felt as if she had never been quite so aroused, even with Keith, skilled as he was. By the time Jean-Claude paused, she had experienced two distinct waves of orgasm, and was near a third with the mere thought of what was about to happen.


    He slid the cock in, gradually, so she could accustom herself to its length. But with the first touch she was lost, and raised her legs high, the better to present her accommodating fanny. She rejoiced in the unexpected ease with which she enveloped him, and drifted into an all-encompassing reverie of pleasure as he pumped her, at first on her back, then putting her lying sideways on the lounger as he reinserted the cock from beneath her, hand under her upper leg. She was an object now, owned by his lust.


    He finished by ordering her to get on her knees on the thick towel he put on the floor, which she did without demur. The cock filled her cunt then, so easily and fully. Whatever happened next, this apotheosis, this delirious submission to the phallus, was a moment of supreme fulfilment that could never be taken away from her. Her mind in a zone far away from everyday cares, she allowed herself to become a passive vessel, feeling the pulsing as his desperate thrusts brought his release, just as they heard the distinct engine note of Keith’s MG, climbing up from the valley.


    She drifted into daydream. Pleasured, yet still capable of more. Her thoughts encompassed Keith and the status of their affair, even as she watched Jean-Claude towel his guilty prick before plunging headlong into the pool, the better to cleanse the sin.


    Although she felt the wetness from his orgasm, and her arousal, evident in her crotch, her ennui allowed it to remain, undisturbed. As though she wanted the risk of tangible evidence. She was not practiced in deceit, and that part of her that viewed life as a bystander, somehow detached from the everyday concerns that preoccupied the general mass of humanity, was now once more to the fore.


    Jean-Claude turned in the pool after churning the water’s length with a lazy crawl. His glance did not hold hers for long. Was he slightly worried, seeking to reassure himself of her complicity? Probably. She did not really know him well enough to read the full nuances of his expression.


    What will be, will be, she thought, as he set off to swim the return leg. Nevertheless, at the last, her hand moved down and fiddled with the towel, her civilised self reasserting itself by banishing any vestige of uncouth stickiness in the hairy triangle.


    As they now heard the crackle of the sports car’s tyres on the unmade road at the front of the villa, she reflected that she had somehow, by drying her most intimate cranny, baulked at a door which would have opened into danger and adventure, even as her prudence bought her a reprieve, time in which to reflect. Sooner or later she would come to that fork in the road again– to confess or to remain a two-timer, harbouring a secret which might shatter her idyll.


    Her world had seemed relatively well ordered before today, on the up after a year of tribulations. Why she had succumbed to temptation and risked it all was a mystery to her. Abigail, of the organised mind and carefully thought out business plans. The one they depended on, the rock of reason in stormy seas, constant, reliable.


    It all seemed to be dissipating within her. She felt almost as though another was living life by proxy, within her body, as she watched, fascinated to see what results her behaviour would bring. She was, she knew, by no means convinced that her uncharacteristic abandon was automatically an unwise action.


    They heard the small doors of the MG click as Catherine and Keith disembarked in the front courtyard. A small gate at the side of the villa separated the pool area from the courtyard, but no doubt the pair would first go through the large kitchen, unloading the shopping, before coming through the open-plan lounge to the pool, via the open glass doors.


    She stared at Jean-Claude, who continued to swim. Her thoughts were largely of Keith, her lover of some six or seven months now. She was undoubtedly happier since she had known him. He had been so generous in bringing her here. Obviously the financial cost was not an issue to him, but she was grateful for the holiday, the change of scene from England being immediately therapeutic as they travelled south through France in his motorhome, the MG trailered behind.


    She had been fascinated by the sights, sounds, and smells of the crowded streets of Angouleme, where he had taken the MG to participate in the annual Circuit des Remparts event, in which vintage and classic cars raced determinedly upwards through the hairpin bends below the cathedral, and powered past the vantage points near the start line on their way to the small streets near the square, thereupon to plunge downwards below the old city walls on another lap.


    While hardly a motoring buff, she had nevertheless admired the assemblage of lovingly cared for machinery. Keith’s 1930s MG must have been worth a six-figure sum, she thought, yet he seemed unconcerned with the element of risk attached to the enterprise of racing it. Rather, he felt duty bound to use it for its intended purpose, he had explained. She had agreed with him. The little two-seater was a kinetic and vibrant creature, not a cosseted museum piece. Keith had been entranced by the Bugattis, especially those which looked as if they had just emerged from a pre-war pit stop, unashamedly greasy and dust-stained, their paintwork matt with the patina of age.


    She liked this in him, that he was attracted to deeds rather than words, action over sterile artefacts preserved behind glass. An uncomplicated contrast to her husband, David, with his intellectualisation of everything. Until his affair with Magda, of course, whom Abbie could not think of as a cerebral powerhouse, notwithstanding her other qualities.


    She sighed as the recollection depressed her, trying to turn her thoughts elsewhere. The whole thing had rocked her world, and she and David were yet to reach any proper resolution of how to move forward from it. She had been treading water since the betrayal, delegating the management of their small hotel to him while she enjoyed her dalliances with Keith.


    He could hardly refuse, after what had happened.


    The morning when she set off to the cash and carry, using the people carrier rather than her small sports car, would remain etched on her mind, probably for ever. The moment when it had petered out, bereft of fuel. The long trudge back to the hotel, seething at David’s laziness in not filling it earlier.


    The shock as the wave of anger was dashed on the sight which met her in the lounge. By chance, she had looked for him there first, not even closing the front door behind her, such was her rage.


    They must not have heard it opening, lust enveloping their senses. Magda was perched on one of the semi-antique chairs, her head facing the backrest, kneeling on the seat as her hands held the decorative curved wood at the top of the chair. She remained in her chambermaid’s uniform of white blouse, but its counterpart black skirt was on the floor nearby, along with a carelessly strewn pair of white knickers. She wore white suspenders which clipped onto black stockings, pulling them up to an apex of blackness on her creamy skin.


    Behind her was David, naked, with his clothes strewn nearby. He was clearly enjoying to the full what Magda was offering so readily; the bare, tensed arse; the fit young thighs in their stockings; the vagina…


    Abbie watched as her husband moved his hips rhythmically, pleasuring himself in one or other of the hired girl’s holes. She was placed directly behind him and could not discern which, but neither did she wish to know.


    She later regretted the cry of anguish which had welled unbidden from within her. Perhaps she should have remained supercool, sneaking out, armed with her new knowledge, later to use it to Machiavellian advantage. Then again, surely he would have sensed her presence soon, without the wail. As it was, he half turned…


    ‘Abbie…’


    ‘Yes?’ she had said. As if to say, would you like to speak to me, and if so, what might you have to say?


    At least this quick response had left him high and dry, verbally slapped down, as she marched out of the hotel, picking up the keys of her Mazda before slamming the front door behind her. It was scant consolation. She had barely driven two miles before finding a quiet layby and pulling over. He would not follow. He could not; the lazy bum hadn’t put any petrol in the Ford, which remained on the verge where she had left it. She had trembled uncontrollably as her bitter laughter mingled with the flood of tears in which her ordered life started to dissolve.


    ‘Chérie!’


    Catherine’s bright voice brought her back to the present.


    ‘I see you are enjoying the chance to relax,’ said her hostess rhetorically as Abbie opened her eyes. She smiled up at Catherine, who reassured her. ‘Do not worry, Abbie, we will join you soon. But first, some lunch. Keith will help me prepare it, stay as you are.’


    Jean-Claude rose from the pool and towelled himself. Keith, asking Abbie if she was OK, then followed Catherine back into the villa. Abbie stared at Jean-Claude as he wandered through the patio doors, unconcerned by his own nudity. She felt the power of social conditioning affect her as she donned her sundress and entered the house. She was still the reserved Englishwoman to a large extent, even though all four of them had spent the early morning sunbathing nude, before Catherine and Keith had gone down to the town. Clothed or unclothed, she felt most comfortable following the herd. Casual nakedness such as Jean-Claude’s was still a novelty to her, making her feel off balance.


    She felt vindicated as soon as she entered the kitchen, for even Jean-Claude had put on a striped robe. She watched as he uncorked a bottle of wine, his face impassive. Gradually, they all settled at the big wooden table and enjoyed salad and pate with the freshly purchased baguettes.


    They chatted, with Keith, prompted by Catherine and Jean-Claude, regaling them with the details of his exploits at Angouleme. Not that he was filled with importance; he seemed overwhelmingly pleased that he had managed to sneak into the top ten finishers in his main race.


    Eventually, there was a lull, and Catherine broached the question.


    ‘How long, then, can you stay, mes chères?’


    Abbie was unsure what to say; the ball was in Keith’s court, really. Catherine was his friend firstly. Abbie still wasn’t sure how well he knew her. While not quite evasive, all he had really told her on the trip down was that he had known the Frenchwoman for some years, that she rented one of his properties in London, and it was through this connection that he had got to know her.


    ‘About a week, week and a half?’ he said.


    ‘Of course,’ Catherine replied, her voice chiming upwards, emphasising the extent of her hospitality. ‘You know you are always welcome here anytime, Keith, for as long as you like.’


    Abbie wondered just how deep this friendship went, as he turned to her.


    ‘OK with you?’


    ‘Yes, sure. I’ve just got to be back in England after that, to… sort things out there. But yes. It’s very kind of you,’ she finished, addressing Catherine.


    ‘No problem, my love. Make yourself at home. Keith tells me you have had a difficult year. You must relax. You have to do nothing.’ Smiling, she continued. ‘I have a girl who works for me, Monique. She will come tonight and take care of cooking etcetera. So pamper yourself and relax.


    ‘I must tell you, I have also some paying guests arriving from tomorrow. But it is no problem, there is plenty of room. You will, I think, enjoy their company. That is OK?’ Her tone ended the statement in a question.


    ‘Of course. You are more than kind.’


    Catherine was certainly generous. She must be a very good friend of Keith’s. A sojourn in the beautiful surroundings of northern Provence, no outlay. Abbie luxuriated in the thought of nearly two weeks, lounging in the sun, free of care. She needed it. On her return to England, she would have to grasp the nettle of divorce, she was beginning to think. She allowed the thought process to germinate, the pros and cons to bubble in her unconscious, later to form the beginnings of a decision. She already knew what the answer would be. Some form of new life.


    They adjourned to the pool area after lunch. All four once more disrobed, Abbie gazing a little too intently at Catherine, over on the other side of the pool with Jean-Claude, as Keith rubbed sun cream into her back while she sat on the lounger. Her hostess was a striking woman, tall and beautiful, something like a UK size 16, yet the contours of her figure were to be envied: large breasts and hips contrasting with the slimmer waist, poised in a confident and elegant stance on her long, tapering legs. Abbie had watched as she stepped out of her T-shirt and skirt, then bra and panties, displaying an all-over tan as she stretched and then positioned herself so that Jean-Claude, now also nude again, could anoint her back with lotion, from the broad, smooth shoulders down to the perfectly sculptured indentation at the base of the spine, above the curved contours of her well-toned bottom.


    Abbie felt a degree of jealousy, prompted by the voluptuous figure and perfect face, framed by the medium length, immaculately straight, chocolate brown hair. Maybe it was more to do with the ages, though. Jean-Claude and Catherine were in their early to mid-30s, still in their prime, whereas she and Keith were both 42, beginning to look up that intangible escarpment beyond which lay the inexorable descent into middle age.


    It was inexcusable to let her mind wander onto such unworthy topics. She had a lot going for her, she knew. Hardly old yet, possessing a trim figure, which Keith clearly adored, judging by his frequent compliments. He even liked the way she’d had her slightly unruly mop of blonde hair cropped short, for comfort on this late summer trip down towards the southern end of France. It turned him on, he said, though goodness knows, most things about her turned him on, it seemed. A far cry from her errant husband, whose libido seemed to have gone into hibernation until that Polish maid… She could hardly bring herself to use Magda’s name, even in the internal dialogue of her thoughts.


    Stop it! Stop finding the negative all the time. Keith was good for her, even if she sometimes wondered whether he was just a randy old goat and she, the current girlfriend, was merely the convenient receptacle for his baser instincts. Uncharitable. The negative explanation rather than the positive again.


    Soon the thoughts faded. She drifted into innocuous, half-moulded dreams. She was in a cornfield near her hotel in Dorset, basking naked in the heat of a bright summer afternoon. She saw the red uniformed soldier from that Thomas Hardy novel on the horizon, and she lay down, bashful, out of sight amongst the tall crop. She was aware of a finger touching her bush, just above the clitoris. The young Terence Stamp, preparing to ravish her. She could not see his face or body, and was aware only of the bright sun on the other side of her eyelids.


    As they opened, she blinked in the power of the real sun. There was still a finger there, near her clitty now. Instinctively, she swatted the arm it belonged to, provoking a small gasp of surprise and slight pain from Keith as he withdrew it.


    She stared at him, puzzled at the effrontery, a little offended. He returned the gaze for a moment, but then his head swivelled, drawn by some other spectacle. Now even more annoyed, she followed the direction in which he clearly had more interest.


    What she saw made her mouth quite literally gape. She had been a little nervous that morning about the casual nudity, but that had just been relegated to the status of a minor sideshow, in an instant.


    Catherine was supine on her lounger, eyes shut, face lost in an expression of blissful pleasure. Jean-Claude faced her, his head buried in her crotch between her widely spread legs. Abbie could see his arse directly in her line of vision, the balls and cock hanging below as he spread his kneeling legs, his arms gripping Catherine’s thighs up near her hips.


    Abbie looked across at Keith, who now returned her glance. Without speaking, he placed his left hand on his engorged cock and began wanking it rhythmically, shamelessly. With his right he resumed his ministrations to the most sensitive part of her fanny. There was no urgency to it, but rather an insistence that said “I will gently wear you down, soon you will gasp and enter our domain of exhibitionist desire”.


    Her ordered accountant’s brain prepared three options for her consideration. She could stare at their uninhibited hosts as their well-toned bodies cavorted at whatever next impelled them. She could stare at Keith’s cock, still being stroked so slowly and hypnotically, as fully erect as she had ever seen it. She could get up and go off in a prudish huff, demand to be taken away from this den of iniquity, back to buttoned-up England, a future, if she did so, of just that. Buttoned-up frustration.


    She needed this holiday. Stay with him, she told herself. Don’t give in to some fragment of upbringing that has conditioned you to think this sort of thing is too far beyond the pale to even contemplate. In deference to her sense of politeness, however, she averted her gaze from her lascivious hosts and returned it to Keith’s cock.


    Keith too had soon accustomed himself to her tell-tale gasp, knowing that little would deter her from further lovemaking once she had uttered it. This time, on hearing it, he repositioned himself, kneeling now at the side of her lounger and recommencing the work on her clitoris with his left middle finger. His right hand switched to his penis and offered it up to her mouth. With little hesitation she accepted the erotic feast and embraced the glans fully with her lips as he stared down at her. She knew the satisfaction this gave him. He had shown her some erotica at his flat after they had lost their early inhibitions with each other. He seemed particularly fond of one image which showed a woman by the side of a pool like this, kneeling on all fours, sucking a naked male’s dick, eyes closed in silent supplication, while another naked male inserted his cock into her from behind. A slut, a bare-arsed whore, in full worship of two lovers’ cocks.


    Her mind remained on the image as her excitement mounted. Perhaps such an event was a possibility in this febrile environment. As he straddled her and reinserted his penis between her eager lips, going down and beginning to suck her clitty in the 69 position, she was lost, the orgasm immediate and unstoppable.

  


  
    Chapter Two – Girl Talk


    Abbie stood in the semi-darkness, consciousness slowly infiltrating her with the glimmerings of late dawn through the blinds. It took a few hazy minutes for her to recognise where she was, remembering gradually her surroundings and the events of the day before.


    After her climax, she had watched Keith as he climbed off her, once more staring across the pool at the other two and resuming his stimulation of his cock, thumb and forefinger encompassing it, stroking its length. She had looked over there too, seeing Catherine on all fours, side on to them, Jean-Claude’s cock in full profile, sliding in and out of her proffered vagina. Aware of Keith’s impending ejaculation, she had raised herself onto an elbow, her mouth gaping like one of the big, lazy carps they had seen in the clear waters of the Ardeche during a pause on their journey down here. An inelegant and crude gesture which ironically rewarded her ingrained need for tidiness as he inserted the tip once more and she felt the hot pulses of liquid when his increasingly frenzied strokes brought his relief.


    As she swallowed, eliminating any possibility of any uncouth stains on their hosts’ poolside tiling, Catherine and Jean-Claude, across the way, appeared to achieve almost simultaneous orgasms, signalled by her delicate squeal and his following grunt.


    Everyone had then settled down into a languid, sun-creamed torpor, save for Jean-Claude when he got up to bring them all cold drinks. Abbie had later fetched her novel from their room and sat back to read, as if this was a normal holiday, and the four naked people cavorting earlier was just a racy fantasy somewhere amongst the printed pages.


    Monique, Catherine’s maid, had arrived in the late afternoon in a battered Renault. She had prepared an excellent casserole and busied herself with some tidying, before leaving the four of them, dressed once more, to their meal, pouring wine as they heard the little car buzz away down the hill.


    Conversation was varied, small talk mostly. Sex seemed to be off the possible topics, for which Abbie was grateful. She could not imagine what she would have said had the events of the afternoon been discussed. It was so bizarre, the dichotomy, yet the avoidance of any reference to the lecherous activities suited her English reserve very well.


    She had gleaned that Catherine had been a model in her younger days. Hardly surprising, with her beautiful face and figure. She was by no means the stick insect so beloved by the fashion industry these days, though. Abbie was far too polite to ask if she had put on weight since her heyday. She had nevertheless expressed an interest by asking what type of modelling, with Catherine answering by saying that there was plenty of work from companies who wished to sell swimwear and lingerie to the “ample woman.”


    ‘Pah! The so-called “ample woman” is the normal woman. That is my opinion.’


    Jean-Claude’s broad smile as he raised his wine glass had testified to his appreciation of Catherine’s forceful statement.


    They had gone to bed late, swept along by the wine and the convivial atmosphere. Keith had nonetheless been amorous on retiring and his explorations had led to a mutually craved fuck, conventionally positioned as he entered from above her. At one point he had asked what she thought of Jean-Claude’s cock, Abbie parrying automatically.


    ‘Don’t be so silly.’


    ‘Big, isn’t it?’


    ‘Keith, shut up. Don’t spoil things.’


    ‘How would you like it in you?’


    Her embarrassed silence had served, she realised, to dampen his predilection for dwelling on perversity. He seemed to be considering whether to apologise for having overstepped the mark, when she grasped his own cock and guided it home.


    ‘I want yours. Just yours.’


    He groaned as he began to shaft her urgently. She liked the force of it, the desire that she had provoked. Carried away with lust for her man and his rigid proof of devotion, the waves of pleasure almost swept away the knowledge that she had just become an accomplished liar, for perhaps the first time in her life.


    Now she moved to the kitchen in her thin kimono, having left Keith dozing when she got up to use the bathroom.


    Monique was already there, having arrived in the Renault with baguettes and assorted produce.


    ‘Bonjour, madame.’


    ‘Bonjour, Monique.’


    The girl smiled and set about brewing coffee. She was about 25, quite short and stocky, her sturdy thighs visible under her short skirt. A thick shock of brown hair was pulled back, clasped loosely in a clip at the rear, the bulk of it framing her tanned face. She was pretty in an unconventional way, with wide lips under a button nose and deep brown eyes.


    Abbie found herself thinking big, peasant legs. Hardly complimentary, yet she didn’t mean it so. The girl seemed built for stoic outdoor labour in the vineyards, small breasts braless under her loose T-shirt, solid browned arms ready for any challenge. She rather envied the air of relaxed confidence Monique carried about her, at home in her environment. Abbie found the great outdoors, the physical world, less reassuring, though she would most certainly not complain about the blistering sun which blessed this area even so late in the summer. Her milieu, her domain, had always been the office, at the bank in her early days, at the hotel desk in later years.


    Her reflections were interrupted as Catherine entered. She greeted them warmly.


    ‘Bonjour.’


    ‘Bonjour.’ Abbie and Monique spoke in unison.


    ‘Time for breakfast, and those men still in bed, eh?’ Catherine warmed to her theme. ‘Typical of the species, lacking in stamina and resilience, weak-willed. Do you know, if it were not for the strength and comfort of their warm bodies, I do not think I would bother with them at all. What do you say?’


    Abbie, put on the spot, mustered a smile combining bashfulness and wry amusement. Monique, for her part, chuckled loudly. It seemed the question was indeed rhetorical, unless the girl was merely trying to mask a lack of appreciation of Catherine’s English.


    The latter possibility was disproven by Catherine’s next remark.


    ‘So how is your love life, Monique? Do you have some hot-blooded young man currently in tow?’


    ‘Madame!’ The girl smiled nevertheless.


    ‘Comme ci, comme ca. There is nobody exclusive at this moment. As you say, madame, they are only there for one thing.’


    ‘Bravo, Monique.’ Catherine laughed.


    Of course, “being there for one thing” could be taken two ways, Abbie thought. The one track minded male, or the woman confident enough, if so inclined, to treat the male in much the same way. No sooner had she thought this than Catherine chimed out, as if reading her mind.


    ‘These males, they are just cocks on legs, really.’ At this, Monique collapsed into hysterical laughter.


    ‘They are good for one thing only, as you say. Even then you must pick them out carefully. I suppose the heavy work also, that is true, but other than that, why? They are a different species, I look at them as would an anthropologist.


    ‘Of course, they are amusing at times, but so are chimpanzees. Tell me, could you not be as satisfied by a woman with a dildo? What do you think?’


    Monique was merrily chortling, any verbalisation still some way away. That left Abbie. She looked at Catherine, whose expression was quite serious and quizzical. This time the debate was expected to be continued.


    ‘Well, it’s an interesting thought,’ offered Abbie. How weak and non-committally English. Catherine stared back at her. Then she smiled, as if with the turning of a switch.


    ‘Come. Eat your breakfast and have coffee. Then I will show you around.’


    They chatted over the croissants and coffee. Innocuous chit-chat mostly, about the region, what Keith and Abbie should see while they were in Provence. It was many years since Abbie had visited France, and she’d forgotten how beautiful it could be. They had managed some summers in Normandy and Brittany when her daughter was smaller and Abbie still worked at the bank. But building the hotel up had been time consuming, and, although she found being her own boss to be a source of satisfaction, it brought with it responsibilities. As Susan had grown older, winter breaks at the end of package flights further south in Europe had had to suffice.


    The last few years had been uninspiring, vacation-wise. Even though Susan had gone off and joined the RAF, now a young adult, their freedom as a couple had not been fully exploited. She didn’t seem to have the same interests as David any more. He was obsessed these days with establishing himself as an artist. Fine, except she honestly didn’t feel he was talented enough, and helping her at least the bare minimum with the hotel should take precedence, surely?


    ‘Maybe he felt he was in my shadow a bit. Wanted to express himself. Anyway, it started to lead to arguments. I really didn’t like living like that.’ She paused at this natural break in the recent life story she had related to Catherine.


    ‘You are no doubt right, chérie. You show good insight. With most men, it is very difficult. They like to be seen to be the big boss man, even if they are just a pawn.’ She paused. ‘I like to have them round my finger, one way or another. How do you get on with Keith, now?’


    It was rather a leading question, and Abbie hesitated. Yet Catherine had listened with clear interest to her own story, and she felt relaxed enough with her now to open up a little more.


    ‘Well… he’s a lovely man, really. Very considerate. It’s a breath of fresh air to me after all the arguments with David. We’ll have to see how it goes.’


    ‘He is soft, you think?’


    A strange question.


    ‘No, not really. You can be kind without being soft. He’s not a mug; he wouldn’t have made all that money in London property if he were.’


    ‘D’accord, you are right. You have to be a bit of a hard nose in business, of course. But he is kind, I agree. He helped me sometimes.’


    ‘How long have you known him? He says you rent a property in London.’


    Here it came. Would curiosity kill the cat?


    ‘Maybe ten years. I had a lot of work in London back then, enough to move there. Then they started looking at younger women.’ She laughed without humour. ‘Merde! Over the hill at 26, how can that be? So I developed… other avenues. Private work, only clients with proper money. It was hard at first, and I encountered the odd fool, or worse, one or two who were only able to express themselves with violence. For this situation, you need a man, my dear, much though I would prefer that women ruled the world.’


    Abbie was nonplussed, searching for a reply. She was spared when Catherine continued.


    ‘Oh, it is not a problem. But you must fight fire with fire. You think Keith is soft maybe. But all men have two sides. In any case, men of– how do you say, hench? Henchmen are always available, and Keith knows many people.’


    Abbie felt she had opened Pandora’s Box, and did not now want to peer too deeply into its contents. Again she was lost for a rejoinder. Catherine was clearly aware of this, and moved to assuage her fears.


    ‘But do not worry. It is a hard world at times, but all of us here have worked to be in a position where we can enjoy life to the full.


    ‘Let us move on. I would like to show you around the place before those lazy beasts stir. You have finished? Good. Come as you are, it is warm outside.’


    She said something to Monique, in rapid-fire French. Abbie had a smattering of the language, but not enough to catch more than the names of Jean-Claude and Keith and something about “restez dans la maison ici” as she gesticulated around her and towards the pool area.


    ‘Come, chérie.’ said Catherine, reverting to English. Looking down, she noticed Abbie had on a pair of sandals. ‘Good, you are OK for walking. Do not go back and wake that sleeping man of yours. Those will do.’


    Catherine proceeded to give her a quick guided tour of the premises. The villa had been cleverly and no doubt expensively converted from what had been an old farm dwelling, constructed originally perhaps before even Napoleon’s time. Catherine thought 17th century for the part round the entrance courtyard, with the rest extended at some point.


    As well as the dining/kitchen area, there was a lounge in between this and the doors which led out to the pool. On the other side of a corridor were four bedrooms with luxury en suite bathrooms fitted. The windows of these had a view over an orchard at the rear of the property, as Abbie had noticed already. This main corridor, at its far end, outside Abbie and Keith’s room, overlooked the pool through shuttered windows, with an access door onto the pool terrace at its end.


    Two of the other bedrooms were more or less opposite the lounge and kitchen respectively. Catherine proudly showed these empty suites to Abbie.


    ‘These two will be for the paying guests tonight,’ she explained.


    The fourth bedroom suite was at the far end, furthest away from the room Abbie was in. The corridor here had an entrance door from the courtyard, which was bounded by the perimeter wall opposite, the kitchen now on their left, and some outbuildings featuring open archways as in a cloister, to the right. The entrance for vehicles was between these outbuildings and the perimeter wall.


    Keith had parked the MG in the shade of the arched storage buildings, close to a Peugeot saloon, presumably Catherine’s. Monique’s faded Renault remained casually parked facing the kitchen.


    Catherine showed Abbie three further rooms at the end of the corridor, a toilet and shower for general use, an office, and a smaller single bed-sitting room.


    ‘Monique stays here when we are booked full,’ she elaborated.


    A door at the end led to the open length of building with its wide arches, large enough to accommodate motor vehicles within. This was summarised as being “of no interest except to men like Keith. You turn the key, the car goes, eh? That is enough for me.” With this dismissal of mankind’s accumulated engineering knowledge, they turned and Catherine entered the fourth bedroom, obviously hers and Jean-Claude’s.


    ‘Two minutes, Abbie.’


    Abbie, hanging around outside, heard some grunting and groaning. Jean-Claude coming to, presumably. A rapid tirade of French from Catherine again exceeded her ability to follow it. It was not long before Catherine re-emerged, carrying a large holdall, seemingly unperturbed by whatever had provoked the verbal flurry. She smiled as she spoke to Abbie.


    ‘Come. It is a beautiful day. I will show you my orchard.’


    They walked back along the corridor. Opposite the access door from the corridor to the lounge was a flight of stairs, between the second and third bedroom suites. They descended here, doubling back onto another flight from a small landing halfway down.


    At the bottom they turned to see, under the third and fourth bedrooms and the older part of the house, a large cellar area. Ancient wine racks, well stocked by the look of it, were dimly lit by odd shafts of light which sneaked through gaps in the shuttered windows, illuminating dancing motes of dust in their beams. In the foreground of the extensive space was all manner of clutter, randomly arranged, from garden tools to lounging chairs. Behind a barricade of old furniture haphazardly piled against the far wall lurked a woodwork bench. To reach the door at the end of the building from there, the woodworker would have had to thread his or her way past a motor mower, some swimming pool maintenance equipment, and even an ancient moped propped near the outside door.


    ‘Alors! We must sort this when the weather is cooler. I think I will sell this furniture. It is maybe antique, no?’


    ‘Some of it looks quite nice, if you were to restore it.’


    ‘You like that sort of thing?’


    ‘Well, I never have time, really. The stuff in the hotel, I bought in good condition, or had somebody fix it. It’s all either time or money.’


    ‘Of course. You must tell me more about your hotel. Maybe I can visit sometime?’


    ‘Yes, that would be lovely. I need to sort out what we’re doing over it when I get back. The– divorce. Maybe I haven’t really decided yet.’


    ‘Yes. Keith told me. A bit. Your instinct will help you choose. Relax here, put your mind in neutral.’


    It was wise advice, she felt. Let the decision brew in the subconscious. Catherine interrupted her thoughts.


    ‘We will go outside. The other room I will show you later.’


    Turning, Abbie noticed a large freezer, along with a washing machine and a dryer, in the alcove at the rear of the stairwell, which extended under the lounge. In the middle of the stairwell wall was a stout old-fashioned door, behind which must have been an area equivalent to the first and second bedroom suites above.


    She followed Catherine through an exterior door under the landing. They were now at the edge of the orchard which Abbie had seen from above through her bedroom window.


    Abundantly planted with olive and acacia trees, there was ample shade from the Provençal sun, even now, at 10.30 or so, raising the temperature enough to inhibit excessive activity. Yet there were sunny nooks too, should one wish to bask a while.


    It seemed that was Catherine’s intention, for she made her way to a central spot and took from her holdall a large, soft blanket and some cushions, casting them down in a flat, grassy area exposed to the bright radiance.


    ‘Join me for a while,’ said Catherine, pulling her loose shift dress over her head.


    ‘We are not overlooked here, either by the house or by the vineyards over there.’


    Abbie could see that a small area of woodland surrounded the orchard on two sides, with two old, high walls extending from the building at its extremities to form the perimeter. From the house, the trees within the orchard provided natural cover from prying eyes, or at least enough to tantalize such eyes into prying harder, so to speak.


    Her thoughts were of the entanglements of day to day life and business on the one hand, of relaxation and idle ennui on the other. The very leaves, so still and ageless in the cloying heat, seemed to urge her to abandon thoughts of order and control, to experience pure sensuality in the silent tranquillity of this Arcadian landscape.


    Abbie watched as Catherine unhooked a white bra, releasing her heavy breasts. She kicked off her sandals and slid white pants to the floor, stepping out of them on the blanket. She settled at ground level, legs in front, arms behind her supporting her upper body as she looked up at her guest.


    Abbie waited for the exhortation to lie and bask, but Catherine merely raised an eyebrow and smiled.


    Taking a breath, Abbie undid the kimono. She folded it and put it next to the cushions. She sat down next to Catherine and took her sandals off. There. It hadn’t been too hard. She was about to lie back when Catherine spoke.


    ‘You must have some cream, chérie. You are not used to the power of this sun.’


    Abbie could hardly disagree. Her body looked almost ridiculously pale next to Catherine’s, tanned light to mid brown all over. She couldn’t help comparing her figure to Catherine’s. Size 12, a respectable 36-28-36, yet, next to the Frenchwoman, smaller in every aspect. She felt, ludicrously, like the new girl at school, lacking experience, unsure of her surroundings, at the mercy of those who knew the ropes.


    Catherine proffered some factor 30 which she had brought in the bag. She herself began to daub her body liberally in factor 10, rubbing her arms, her legs and, unselfconsciously, her breasts. Abbie did likewise, with the more protective cream, taking care to cover all of her front.


    Seeing that she had finished, Catherine extended her hand for the cream.


    ‘Turn over. I will do your back.’ Her voice was matter of fact, brisk.


    Abbie, complying, felt the confident hands begin their work, massaging her neck and scapula as they rubbed in the cream. People pay good money for this, she mused, and murmured in appreciation.


    Catherine continued from further down, a Swedish massage with long, slow strokes pushing upwards on the back.


    A slight pause, and then, her hands replenished with sun block, she manoeuvred herself astride Abbie’s thighs, the better to push evenly forward with her strokes. Abbie wondered at this, but said nothing. The patient strokes sent her into a delicious trance, her head comfortably supported on the cushion.


    She was dimly aware of Catherine moving her weight further back, and next the hands began to rub the cream into her gluteus, the arse muscles. Surely this was now too intimate, but Abbie didn’t want to break the trance. And she hadn’t creamed the area herself, after all. Boldly, she put up no resistance, going with the flow of events.


    She began to dream, of two butterflies that had fluttered near the cabin of the motorhome when they first arrived, as Keith drove slowly up the lane leading to the villa. One had come in through the open window, splitting from its mate, which now fluttered ineffectually on the other side of the windscreen. Eventually, the first one found its way out of Keith’s window and the pair was reunited in their staccato flight of love.


    She felt something touch her between the legs. She must have parted them at some point. Was it the butterfly, in her dream, the gossamer touch of the male butterfly upon her? Was she the female butterfly, outdanced, captured, pressed to the leaf of a tree where they lay safe, unnoticed, like leaves themselves in their camouflage?


    She spread her legs wider as the fantasy dissolved. A warmth spread through her, emanating from the clitoris. Her labia began to open, like a splitting pupa case, the caterpillar head emerging into the world, nerve endings bombarded with sunlight.


    Then suddenly she was aware, blinking in the glare as she opened her eyes and turned her head on the cushion. Catherine, above and at her side now, placed her right hand on her brow, soothing her.


    She could not see Catherine’s left hand, but she felt it, as the thumb began to probe her vagina, tentatively yet consistently, moving against the front vaginal wall to increase the stimulation. Catherine’s middle finger still pressed against the clitoris, a stern guard supervising an unarmed prisoner.


    Abbie felt a moment of panic now, at the cusp of the forbidden. Catherine forestalled it with a firm hand on her shoulder.


    ‘Sssh! Turn.’


    She pushed on Abbie’s shoulder. Abbie, with her head already turned towards Catherine, found herself eased away from the other woman, so that she rolled onto her back with the pressure. Catherine, of necessity with this manoeuvre, released the touch of her hand on Abbie’s intimate regions, yet no sooner had this happened than the hand had re-established contact, this time from the front, the thumb now homing in on the clitoris, the middle finger sliding inside a moistening vagina.


    Abbie looked up at Catherine’s face. They both knew this was the key moment, the juncture at which Abbie might voice her objection. She wanted to resume the trance, the state of being where words were meaningless, collections of random black ink in a dictionary. And words did not come.


    Nor would they now, as Catherine’s attentions upon her became more insistent and thorough. Abbie’s face was open to her as she looked down, and she read every nuance which responded to every variation in stimulation, every gasp which revealed her preferences.


    Rising on her knees, the imposing nude goddess turned away in order to marshal both hands to storm the citadel. Her right thumb homed in on the clitoris, rubbing around and upon it, with two fingers of her left hand starting to penetrate the fanny, now fully welcoming in its wetness.


    Abbie belatedly thought that she should try to do something to reciprocate, and brought her left hand up towards Catherine’s pussy from underneath, wrapping around behind the right thigh. Were it an attempt to even the odds in this erotic confrontation, it was too little too late, for although it brought a squeal of pleasurable surprise, it seemed also to precipitate Catherine’s next move, which was to abandon the use of the right thumb, replacing it with the rapid flicking of her tongue as the head dived down into Abbie’s exposed pubic triangle, ensuring the inevitable surrender of the conquered clitoris.


    Abbie’s hand fell away from Catherine as she gave in to her satisfaction. The boundary had been crossed, her first experience of lesbian sex, though she had considered the prospect before. She remembered when Rosie, her friend the hairdresser, had listened to her tale of woe about David (leaving Magda out of the linen washing session), and hugged her in sympathy, how some deep part of her had wished and wondered if the hug might turn into something warmer, so lonely was she.


    This was different. Real and undeniable. She relaxed as Catherine shifted above her, wondering what would follow. A smile and casual conversation? A discussion of her fall from grace, a threat to tell Keith about her weakness?


    It was neither, nor did it involve words at all. The woman shuffled nearer, then, with a quick movement, brought her right leg over Abbie’s head. From here, it was a moment’s work to descend upon her, until an alarmed Abbie was staring up at a tanned, round arse, huge in its proximity, which wriggled a little to establish its preferred position, before settling down fully as Catherine measured the precise weight delivered, supporting herself further forward with her arms.


    Abbie was lost, her biceps pinned under Catherine’s shins, and could only reach up with her forearms to hold Catherine’s thighs. Her vision was filled with the naked arse. The big woman sat still above her, wordless, as minutes ticked by.


    It was as though she sought to establish her superiority by this tactic, rubbing in Abbie’s subservient position as she granted her just enough freedom to breathe freely while keeping her firmly pinned in place. A couple of times, Abbie grunted her protest and tried to move. She was rewarded by firmer pressure from the dominating posterior, and felt herself growing wet and hot as the feeling of utter helplessness aroused her.


    At length, Catherine shifted up and forward a little. Abbie now felt an experienced middle finger probe her cunt, revealing her state of desire. She heard a gentle chuckle of triumph above.


    ‘Do you want me to finger fuck you, chérie?’


    Abbie paused, the finger pausing too. The slightest movement followed, against the vaginal wall.


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Good. Kiss my arse, then.’


    A strange price to ask. It was a small deed in itself, yet its implications were almost infinite.


    She complied as Catherine presented her arse cheeks just above her lips. She then had to wait as Catherine positioned herself so Abbie’s nose was mere millimetres from the overbearing and prominent labia, her tongue level with the clit. She was an intelligent woman. While she had never been in this position before, the forfeit was obvious. She began to lick eagerly at the folds of skin near the clitoris of her dominant lover, while her gaping fanny was frigged vigorously in return. By the time they reached a virtually simultaneous orgasm, their grip upon each other was one of pure and unbridled lust, as they writhed and cried in sweat-drenched abandonment and relief.

  


  
    Chapter Three – The Civilised Veneer


    Like two lizards, they soaked up the sun, immobile, not a calorie wasted. After an hour or more, a smiling Monique arrived with a basket containing lunch. Salad, pate, bread, and Perrier spring water.


    Abbie felt herself blushing under the sun block as Monique busied herself putting plates out, Catherine indicating that the girl should eat with them. She excused herself, saying she must visit the toilet, donning the kimono and sandals. As she turned near the house, she noticed Monique pulling her short purple dress over her head before sitting with Catherine, revealing just black panties underneath it.


    Heading back into the corridor after using the bathroom, Abbie continued past the stairs and to the end, where the windows of the corridor overlooked the pool. Peeking through a partially open shutter, she saw Keith and Jean-Claude, both naked, dozing on loungers.


    Leaving them undisturbed, she retraced her steps to the orchard. Catherine and Monique munched their food contentedly, Monique in the black panties, Catherine still naked. Abbie joined in, grateful for the full mouths which mitigated impulses to instigate conversation.


    After lunch, they worked on the tans on their backs, once more in reptilian torpor. It must have been after two when Keith appeared, just a towel wrapped round him. Monique had disappeared with the remains of lunch, back to wherever her duties were.


    ‘Well, long time no see. How are we doing?’


    Abbie turned over, murmuring as she blinked away her semi-somnolent condition.


    ‘Mm. Fine. How are you?’


    ‘Not bad. Advised not to disturb you women earlier. Not going to argue, I’m only a bloke.’


    Abbie reflected that men were simple creatures, really. He probably thought that they wanted a private talk about emotions and things that didn’t respond to a spanner and the precision of a torque wrench.


    Catherine, alert now, chimed in.


    ‘We have been having, you say, girl talk, yes? Not for the boys. We understand each other, don’t we, Abbie?’


    ‘Yes. I suppose we do.’ The platitude was a thin veil, a weak attempt to draw meaningless and mundane verbiage over their passion. Abbie wondered what Keith was thinking as she stared at him. She could see he read it for what it was: a parcel of nothingness. Yet, in the absence of meaning, she thought that, like most men, he dismissed it as not worth pursuing. Whereas a woman would have wanted to know more, whether by subtle questioning or use of intuition.


    Catherine spared her further contemplation as she spoke.


    ‘Keith, I will leave you two lovebirds here. I must get ready to welcome our guests later. But I’ve been thinking. Would you like to take Abbie out for a little exploration tomorrow? I have these two couples coming; they may like a bit of time to settle in. You know what I mean, don’t you? Have a day out, then they will not be put off by too many… previous inhabitants of the house while they get used to the ambience.


    ‘Take the Peugeot if you want; that MG is charming but a little basic. It is insured for you also.’


    Very familiar, Abbie found herself thinking. How close were these two?


    ‘I might. Depends how far we’re going. What do you think, Abbie? We could go across to Grasse, get you some perfume, then come back round by St Tropez, watch the beautiful people sunning themselves.’


    ‘I’d love that.’ She remembered reading a novel, she forgot the name of it, where the main character was a “nose” for a perfumery. She had found it fascinating.


    Keith settled down, removing his towel.


    ‘Sounds good. Up bright and early then.’


    Abbie couldn’t stop the thought. Out of the woods. He is happy. Ignorant of my dalliance. Two times will you deny me. What was that biblical reference, three times before dawn? In no way was she religious, yet the words, the indoctrination came back to her. She’d never even been unfaithful to David, and now here she was betraying her new man, one whom she thought more of than perhaps she ever had her husband. The very thought of that was confusing, reinvoking the spectre of her wrecked marriage. The truth was she did not want to rake over that now, and neither did she want to analyse why she had jeopardised her relationship with Keith. She shut her eyes, drifting in pure sensuality as would a creature of the field, propelled by the slightest whim towards whatever pleasure offered itself. This feeling was all that mattered to her, for in it lay escape, from reason and responsibility.


    She lay back as Catherine spoke.


    ‘I will see you both later. Make yourselves respectable when you come up, tonight is a social introduction. Nothing too risqué. Bring the blanket up with you, eh?’


    ‘Sure, Catherine, no worries.’


    As Keith spoke, Abbie heard Catherine putting on her sandals and walking away. Looking through a partially opened eyelid, she noticed her hostess was still nude other than her footwear, her dress trailing in her hand.


    She settled back. The afternoon sun produced a pinkish glow on the other side of the eyelids. She rehearsed some responses. Not now, Keith. Maybe later.


    When she felt the tongue on her nipple and the finger simultaneously descend upon her hairy mound, she was grateful that he had not spoken. She did not want words. They would only confuse things. Though he did not know it, his impulse to act, rather than discuss the matter, had secured him an audience with that part of her which arbitrated her affections. Had he but mentioned her name, the drawbridge would have been raised.


    As it was, it was easy enough to respond. After all, he was the third with whom she would fornicate in such a short time since her arrival. She let him probe her. The feelings grew within her, less intense than earlier. She could take it or leave it.


    She opened her legs and prepared to take the needy cock.


    At mid-afternoon, they woke, one by one, and decided to pick up the blanket and return to the house.


    Abbie went to their room to fetch a towel, then found her way to the pool, which was deserted. Meanwhile, Keith sought out Catherine in the kitchen, to return the bag with the blanket. Presently, he joined her at the poolside. He was wearing his swimming trunks.


    ‘Catherine says would you mind putting on a bikini or something. She says the first guests are due any minute.’


    ‘No problem.’ Abbie smiled at the reversion to a more prudish dress code. So that was the end of these poolside shenanigans for a while. Perhaps just as well.


    She entered by the end door, so as not to go through the lounge if anyone was there already. In a way, she would miss this uninhibited atmosphere, strolling naked at will. She had just been getting used to it.


    While swimming a little later, they heard the crunch of gravel as a car entered the courtyard. There was plenty of room there, as Keith had parked the motorhome and trailer on some spare ground at the end of the lane, just outside the villa’s gates.


    It was quite some time before Catherine appeared from the lounge door, accompanied by a man and a woman. They were of a similar age to Keith and Abbie, perhaps a little older than them, mid-40s to 50 maybe, but wearing well.


    Catherine beamed as she performed the introductions.


    ‘Keith and Abbie, meet Philip and Gloria.’


    All nodded politely, tacitly agreeing to forego the dance of shaking hands, with Abbie reclining on the lounger and Keith at this moment still in the pool, only his head visible at the edge.


    Presumably a married couple, Abbie thought them a little mismatched, in looks if not in age. She had become a seasoned observer of others, especially couples, in her years as an hotelier, and had come to believe that most couples tended to share a level of attractiveness. Putting it crudely, handsome men paired up with beautiful women, and those less perfectly endowed settled down with an equivalent member of the opposite sex. Balding, unkempt professorial types with wives in shapeless, full-length dresses, whose straggling mop of hair had never seen a stylist. And so on. It was like that theory that people looked like their dogs. Such conjectures were only given credence by observation, and of course one recalled mainly the observations which chimed with the theory.


    Nevertheless it amused her. Philip and Gloria, though, were an exception to her rule. Philip was quite a tall man, six foot or so, bald on top with short hair at the sides of his head. He was lithe under his slacks and casual shirt, exhibiting a certain muscularity, that of a keen cyclist perhaps. For no good reason, it seemed to her slightly at odds with his thoughtful, intelligent face as he showed a reserved smile in response to her own smile of greeting.


    Gloria, though, just didn’t seem quite his type. Only five foot four or so without her heeled sandals, she was something of a looker, Abbie had to concede, with long blonde hair in natural curls, more of a deep honey colour than Abbie’s light yellow shade. It tumbled in a well coiffured yet seemingly random way, framing her extremely pretty face which bore just a trace of hardness and determination wrought by experience of life. Were it not for this, she could almost pass for someone in her early 30s, so fortunate was she in the symmetry of her features and the firmness and healthy colour of her tanned complexion. Her body too was enviable. As slim as Abbie, with attractively wider hips and well-proportioned breasts pushed up with a cleverly designed bra under her blouse.


    She glanced about eagerly, taking in information, bubbling with enthusiasm.


    ‘Oh this is beautiful, Catherine, I’m sure we’ll have a perfect stay. Have you been here long?’ she asked Abbie without preamble.


    ‘Oh, only a couple of days. We came across from Angouleme.’


    ‘Oh yes, where’s that?’


    ‘Towards the west, south a bit from Poitiers. Keith was doing a car race there.’


    ‘Ah, I see. That’ll be his lovely motor car in the garage, then.’


    ‘Yes indeed,’ said Keith, failing to keep the pride out of his voice as he climbed from the pool. Normally this would have been the cue for the men to begin a discussion about motor racing and vintage vehicles, but Philip’s interest was relatively muted.


    ‘It’s a fine machine,’ he offered, before the more garrulous Gloria interrupted.


    ‘It’s beautiful. Have you been in it?’ This to Abbie.


    ‘Yes. It’s fun. A bit windy, you need goggles.’


    ‘It sounds ace. Maybe Keith will take me for a ride in it sometime.’ She angled her head to one side, with a coquettish expression aimed at Keith even while she spoke of him in the third person with Abbie.


    Here we go, thought Abbie. Why did she feel her relationship with Keith was constantly under threat from predatory women? Was she really so insecure?


    The conversation rambled on a little longer, mainly Keith responding to Gloria’s rather inane questions about the car. It didn’t take much to get him started, once somebody had pressed the racing car button. Philip merely stood by, a wan smile on his face, as Gloria lapped up the information about the weekend’s racing. It was a colourful event, to be sure, but whether Gloria was more interested in the tale or the teller, Abbie wasn’t certain.


    Catherine interrupted them. ‘I will show you to your room and then you can unpack.’


    ‘Yes, Philip, start getting the bags out, there’s a dear,’ Gloria smiled. It was obvious to Abbie that she didn’t intend to lift a finger herself. Except perhaps the little one, around which she had her husband wrapped.


    After another swim, Abbie towelled off and went back to their room to change. She saw Philip bringing cases into the suite next door to theirs before she emerged in a patterned dress and sandals, settling in the lounge to read a magazine.


    Keith drifted in, and she saw him move towards the kitchen after visiting their room to put on shorts and a T-shirt. Catherine’s territory, she thought. It would look silly to follow him, too clingy. She resumed reading her article, a pawn set on its square until the action came its way again.


    Monique put in an appearance, asking if “Madame” would like some coffee.


    ‘That would be lovely, dear, thank you.’


    What had gone through the girl’s mind about this morning’s sojourn with Catherine? Whatever it was, Abbie thought, nothing could be done to influence it now.


    Keith came in carrying his own coffee.


    ‘The other two are just arriving.’


    ‘Oh yes? Shall we go and say hello?’


    ‘Best not yet. Catherine likes to see them on their own first, explain the ins and outs of the place.’


    ‘Oh well. Whatever.’


    Keith seemed pensive.


    ‘What’s up? Something you’re not telling me?’


    He seemed even more uncomfortable now, and the longer he paused, the more concerned she became.


    ‘You’re OK staying here? Happy?’ he finally offered.


    ‘Of course, Keith. Whyever not?’


    ‘Oh that’s fine. You don’t mind these other visitors?’


    ‘It’s a big enough place, Keith. Why should there be any problem? And we can always go out on day trips. I’d like to see a bit of the area while we’re here.’


    ‘Fine. That’s great.’


    ‘Catherine has been very generous about everything. We seem very welcome, why should we want to go anywhere else?’


    ‘No, that’s OK. Just trying to say, she has to devote some time to the needs of the paying customers.’


    ‘Of course.’


    Abbie listened to the car drawing up, the voices at the kitchen door, the general hubbub of arrival.


    After a while, Monique appeared at the lounge door. Following her was a large, thickset man she introduced as Tony. He was another in his mid-40s, a big bear of a man comfortable in his gait, handsome in a rough-hewn and tousled way, sporting a light brown moustache and curly salt and pepper hair, not too long. Worker’s hands, said Abbie to herself, as he moved to shake hands with her and Keith. His grip was firm, warm, confident, modulated in strength so as not to make her flinch, as he smiled into her eyes.


    ‘Pleased to meet you.’


    ‘And you,’ she offered in return.


    Monique had told him their names. He settled on one of the three long couches that bordered a large, low table in the middle of the lounge.


    ‘Abbie. That’s Abigail, right?’ he asked.


    ‘Yes. Abbie is fine, that’s what most people call me. Apart from my mother.’


    They laughed.


    ‘My mother and father seemed to think there was no need to explore the full potential of the alphabet. I have two sisters, Annabelle and Anita.’


    Tony smiled.


    ‘Are you the oldest?’


    ‘No, the middle. The one who never knows quite what role to play, leader or follower.’


    ‘That’s interesting; not something most of us have to think about,’ said Tony.


    It was true, she thought, as she shrugged in lieu of a further reply. Annabelle, the missionary, they jokingly called her, always off to Africa doing charitable work, driven and committed, a leader of others. Anita, the youngest, married to Will, a carpenter, totally happy, comfortable in suburbia with her three young children, various pets, and a house cluttered with the ephemera of family life. And herself, the studious one, the one who worked in a bank for years, not quite knowing if she was happy or not. Drifted into marriage with David, the taxi driver. Her father never took to him, unlike Will. Why was a taxi driver so much worse than a joiner? He’d been a big support in the years after they opened the hotel, but recently seemed to have lost interest, becoming lazier and lazier, she thought. Maybe her father had seen the way things would go with him…


    She was vaguely conscious that Keith had taken up the slack in the conversation, asking Tony if he was with his wife.


    ‘Yes. She’s gone to the office with Catherine. To discuss our stay and sort the money out. Let her do all that, she’s very organised. Not that I can’t get organised myself; I’m a self-employed builder, you’ve got to be in that game. But this is a holiday. And Brenda’s the one with the very particular requirements. I’m just here to relax.’ He stretched out, legs in front, body sinking into the upholstery, hands behind his head. He was smiling as if he was the only one in the room in possession of some secret knowledge which held the key to happiness.


    ‘Are you anywhere near London?’ asked Keith. ‘I’ve got a few properties, and reliable builders are hard to come by.’


    ‘Not too far. Hertfordshire.’


    ‘We’ll have to keep in touch.’


    ‘Sure.’


    At this point, Philip and Gloria came into the lounge and introduced themselves. The distraction pleased Abbie. Business talk bored her sometimes, and especially now in this idyllic environment away from their workaday lives. She wished only to relax in sybaritic lethargy.


    Catherine arrived at the door with another woman, presumably Tony’s wife.


    ‘Alors, bien. The party is complete.’


    Abbie smiled, stifling a laugh. It was almost as though Hercule Poirot was about to address the gathering and talk about some heinous crime. He would gradually eliminate them before pinning down the culprit.


    ‘And you, chérie, the seemingly quiet and innocent Englishwoman. You could not have done either of these deeds, for at the crucial times you were fucking, first your hostess’s husband, and then, in the meadow, your hostess herself!’


    There would be gasps all round. Keith would leave her for Gloria, her reputation ruined. Such an adulterous creature would be cast from the high society of the 1930s. Soup kitchens would replace the Savoy…


    ‘This is Abbie.’ The ridiculous fantasy was popped like a soap bubble as Catherine voiced her name. She was going round them all, explaining to the newcomer who was who.


    ‘Brenda,’ said the woman, stepping forward. She appeared to have singled Abbie out as the one amongst them who had not been paying attention, and needed to be reminded of her name. Nevertheless she shook Abbie’s hand warmly.


    She was in her mid-40s too, as one might expect. A well groomed and polite, confident woman, with an air of someone who usually told others what to do, rather than a recipient of instructions. Her smile, though, was in contrast to the normal serious and slightly haughty repose of her face, and at this moment one became conscious of a capacity for enjoyment within her.


    She was good looking, if rather chubby; probably as heavy as her hostess, Catherine, but, being shorter at 5 foot 6 or so, a little too plump for her height. A virtue of her build was the Rubenesque grandeur of her large breasts, evident even under her sensible short-sleeved blouse. It would be matched by an equally voluminous expanse of hip and thigh under her loose slacks.


    Her brown hair was darker than Catherine’s, almost black, bushy if not too long in style, framing her face with its blue eyes and long, dark eyelashes.


    Brenda and Tony. They fitted more readily into Abbie’s similarity theory than Philip and Gloria. Both fond of a little too much wine and good living, with Tony working off the effects in his work as a builder. She felt more well-disposed towards them, but it takes all sorts; Philip and Gloria were hardly ogres.


    The conversation ambled on, although there was to be a sticking point with Philip when Abbie, for want of anything better to say, asked him what he did.


    ‘Er,’ he hesitated. ‘Catherine said that confidentiality would be respected.’


    ‘Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t realise.’


    ‘I’m sorry, Abbie,’ said Keith. ‘I should have told you. It’s my fault,’ he announced to the general company.


    ‘Please, don’t be concerned,’ said Philip. ‘For what it’s worth, I supervise some civil servants. Just as long as that remains within these walls. I’m sure I can rely on you all.’


    They murmured assent. How bizarre, thought Abbie. How extremely bizarre.

  


  
    Chapter Four – Indecent Personae


    Monique woke at 6.30, her usual habit. She made her way to the small bathroom and showered, luxuriating in the hot jet, taking her time. No one else would be using it; they all had en suites.


    The evening had gone quite well, as far as she could make out. Catherine and Jean-Claude had helped her prepare pizzas, and later they had sat with the English in the lounge, eating with their fingers, plates on their knees. She had prepared side salad also, presented on the long cabinet at the side of the room along with ample choice of wines. Everyone seemed to get along quite harmoniously; these English were always polite, almost whatever the circumstances.


    The conversation had flowed better as Catherine and Jean-Claude had described the attractions of the region. Talk about background was always a stumbling block at these gatherings. She didn’t know why Catherine didn’t ban it completely. The paying guests seemed interested in Keith and Abbie’s trip today, suggesting they might follow suit sometime during their stay.


    Whatever. Today was Thursday. They were booked in until next Wednesday. Whatever they did with the time was up to them. Anyone could arrange a holiday in Provence, but they had paid Catherine’s rates for what would happen in the villa.


    She walked back to her room, towel wrapped around her. After drying off, she looked in the drawers for some of the clothes she had brought up on Tuesday. She threw a small leather skirt on the bed, and rummaged for other items to go with it. It was not as small as she had wished for, but then these clothes were hard to find in her size. All right for slim types, but the pussy pelmets that looked so good on these willowy girls wouldn’t really suit. She wanted to wear one that barely covered her arse, with stocking gaps showing beneath. Crude, punk style, but fun. Catherine would be horrified, of course; she was very particular about presentation, even if there wasn’t a lot of it in terms of area of material.


    The skirt she had found was better, really. Her thighs were too big for those ones which went in below the hips like an upside down wine glass. More’s the pity, for she loved the “sex on legs” look they gave.


    No, this one was straighter, and extended about a third of the way down her thigh. Just enough to play with accidental but deliberate exposure, to her heart’s content.


    She selected black, seamed, hold-up stockings, and carefully rolled them up her legs. This action always began to get her well into the mood. She strolled round the small room, clad in just the stockings, pausing to brush her hair in the mirror.


    She loved these gatherings of Catherine’s. The sheer perversity of them, the delicious absurdity of the rituals. This time was a little different, with the Englishwoman, Abbie, a new visitor, not knowing what to expect. But she was pretty sure Catherine had seduced her yesterday, so she was no angel.


    Monique reflected on lesbianism. She’d been accused of it on occasion, by some boy who had not got to first base with her. Such comments were nothing more than taunts from the type of men who spurted as soon as she got her experienced fingers round their cocks, little more than teenagers with the staying power of gnats. So, by the same token, she preferred an all-girl encounter to one where a male could not satisfy her.


    She had even used it as a device in the past, to avoid the complications of over-attentive men, if she was not in the mood. Like the boy who palled up with her while waiting for a bus to Key West in Florida, during her travels in America and Canada, backpacking, a few years ago. They’d ended up sharing a cheap hotel room together to save costs while they looked for jobs down there. In the end, they had left together, independently perceiving the dead-end seediness of the place, from which the regular tourists were inoculated.


    There had been a moment when he had clearly been working up to making a pass at her. It was nice when men grew horny in her presence. It gave her confidence that she was desirable, her slightly hairy forearms and smallish breasts no detriment. Indeed, once she revealed her dark and excessively bushy triangle, most of them were like Plasticene. Mouldable to the preferred shape.


    She had waited until he spoke, touching her shoulder.


    ‘Monique…’


    Sparing him the effort of composing an exhortation, she gently used the mantra. ‘Harry. I like you, but I am… how you say…? I prefer with women.’


    ‘Oh… Sorry. Oh. OK. Sorry, Monique.’


    ‘It is OK. Now we must sleep. Goodnight.’


    So easy. Of course he was a mild person. Just not her type. She would not have put herself in the position with a boy she couldn’t handle. He had been English too. Harry the backpacker. So polite, so pliable. She wondered what had become of him. But not often.


    Now she looked for her shoes. Broad, black, built-up heels, with a single strap across the high instep. She had not been blessed with dainty feet either. Too wide and large. But she had eventually found a couple of more accommodating shoe shops, and these looked the part. Not only that, but they were firm, with reasonably wide heels. Stilettos looked wonderful on women, true, but in these, whatever contortions she performed, she didn’t have to worry about the risk of sprained or broken ankles.


    Her mind wandered over what contortions, what encounters, she would experience over the following few days. She had taken a liking to the big Englishman, Tony. But men or women, she had been with both. That was what she liked about these gatherings. Not knowing what was around the corner. Catherine had always emphasised the importance of inventiveness, although there is a limit to the physical ways in which two bodies can converge. The frisson is in the mental side. The power of one human being over another. The complete abandonment of societal conditioning amid a descent into debauchery.


    The anticipation thrilled her. She put on the skirt and drew a scarlet T-shirt over her head. Hands at her sides, she smoothed down the black leather of the skirt which hugged her a touch too lewdly at the swell of her hips. She looked down at shoes, stockings, T-shirt. She inserted a clip, tying her hair back loosely. There was a nagging feeling she had forgotten something. It would come to her eventually. She felt ready.


    Opening the door, she entered the corridor. Halfway to the kitchen, she remembered. Knickers. Her customary black knickers. She paused for a half second, then smiled. No need to waste any time. She continued towards the kitchen.


    She had eaten her breakfast before anyone else appeared. Earlier, she had also received the baguettes and croissants from the delivery boy on his bicycle and set the long table with jam, butter, and so on. She had noticed the boy in his shyness and confusion, looking at her much longer than usual. She should be careful. Black leather and stockings were liable to cause a nuclear explosion in the hormone-rich cortex of a teenage boy, leading to goodness knows what psychological disturbance. She should seek him out when his puberty had reached its zenith, pinion him for a night; show him what a real woman could do. He would cover her in spunk over and over during the course of the night, learning gradually how to control his cock and respect all women for ever, treating them with the adoration they deserved and spending his life as a cunt-struck acolyte, devoting himself to his current mistress’s pleasure. Would that all doltish men could be influenced thus, trained in the necessity to please women first, nipped in the bud before being claimed by football, beer, and pure macho stupidity, one of the army of useless males wasting space in the world, thinking that sticking their cock in a woman and ejaculating was some measure of manhood.


    Pah! She shook her head, pulling herself back to reality. If women ruled the world, it would be a much better place. There was no doubt in her mind.


    Before she could itemise a manifesto of why this should be so, Jean-Claude entered the kitchen.


    ‘Good morning, Monique.’


    ‘Good morning, Jean-Claude.’


    ‘First up, I see. What’s happening, then?’


    ‘You know the drill. Civilised congress until ten, then the fun begins.’


    Jean-Claude smiled. Of course he knew. The drill was basically the same; how it panned out was never entirely predictable. As he helped himself to breakfast, others started drifting in. First Keith and Abbie, then Catherine, Philip and Gloria, and finally Tony and Brenda.


    Amid steaming, welcome coffee and with the smell of fresh bread, the morning got under way, inexorably, as the diurnal rhythms of the inhabitants of the house kept pace with the rising sun.


    Keith spoke to Catherine, accepting her offer of the loan of the Peugeot. They would use the autoroute to save time, and spare the MG such tedious and monotonous mileage. They were organised, with all necessities and provisions, by 9.30, and as they drove away through the gate, Catherine turned to the remaining guests and spoke.


    ‘Alors. Welcome to you all. As I mentioned yesterday, the starting point for our personae, our alter egos, is from ten. We have a few minutes, please finish your breakfast, this is not critical. But when you finish, you will go to your rooms, and when you return to the lounge, you will present yourselves as you wish to be seen, as will I. You all know from our correspondence that I am to be known henceforth as Mistress Aix. Jean-Claude and Monique are my helpers, and will interact with you, but the one immutable fact is that, as mistress of this establishment, I have the final word on anything here. You have agreed this with me before coming here, you have signed the waiver, you have paid and will not be able to claim a refund should you lose your will or your nerve. You will in any case receive full value; nobody has, in fact, ever complained on this matter.


    ‘Above all, I do not believe that severe pain or danger to one’s physical wellbeing is part of this experience. You will not be harmed physically; neither will you yourselves harm my staff in any physically severe manner. The safe word, should you feel things are going too far and wish to discuss the matter, is “Paris.” Any utterance of this word breaks the scenario; it is your guarantee of safety. Is everybody familiar with this concept?’


    Monique watched as all four nodded. They were versed, then, and soon the lascivious fun could begin.


    ‘Finally, I wish to apprise you of some background which may affect the way things develop,’ Catherine said. ‘Abbie, my guest from England, is new to this kind of thing. In actual fact, she is at present unaware of what is about to take place here. I have let this situation occur because I feel it will add a certain spice to the situation. I have one or two ideas concerning her which I think will provide entertainment. We will see.


    ‘Keith you need not worry about. He is an old friend and colleague of mine and we will be finding him a role to play for your amusement. They will be having a meal together while out on their trip this evening, so the coast is clear for us.


    ‘Tomorrow, we will hope to draw Abbie into our web. From what I have seen of her so far, I am sure it will not be too difficult. If the weather holds, we will arrange to sunbathe naked by the pool in the morning, apart from the submissives. When she joins us, we will seduce her; I will discuss tactics for this later in the evening with you.


    ‘Any questions? Good. Repair to your rooms and we will meet in the lounge when you are ready. Send your submissives just ahead of you.’


    When the four guests had gone, Monique watched Catherine and Jean-Claude prepare. The latter simply stepped out of his jeans and T-shirt, placing them on a chair, and padded towards the lounge in a skimpy pair of white briefs which did little to hide his bulging genitals.


    With Catherine, it took a while longer as she folded her outer clothes carefully, putting them on the table just in case any unexpected visitors forced decorum to be re-established. Under her maroon blouse and plain black skirt, she was revealed to be attired in a manner befitting Mistress Aix, her professional title.


    Monique had admired her calf-length black leather boots already, with their criss-cross lacing at the back and towering heels. From there her eye travelled up, taking in the black silk stockings with their distinctive seams at the rear, the darker band of material at the top drawn upwards by two firm metal suspenders for each stocking, to the front, and to the rear at the outside of her rounded arse. The straps were wide, elasticated, and utterly functional, no thin delicacy, flimsiness, or lacy decoration.


    Above these, her loins were encased in a hip-hugging black Lycra pantie girdle, which extended well above her waist, hiding any other evidence of the suspender belt worn underneath. At the top of the three inches or so of bare torso visible above the pantie girdle, she wore an ordinary black bra, its E-shaped cups see-through above the nipple line.


    Catherine clicked on her heels to her bedroom. When she reappeared, she had drawn on black leather gloves, soft and skin-tight, which extended upwards on her forearms, finishing just below the elbow. She held a short leather whip, which had at the business end a compact round pad of firm leather sewn to it, not much bigger in area than the small leaves which were beginning to fall from the trees in the orchard outside.


    Passing the kitchen door, her eyes beckoned Monique to follow. They reached the lounge just before the first couple arrived. Catherine remained standing, posed with hands on hips. She had pulled her hair back, smoothed tight above her forehead and ears, tied leaving a loose ponytail at the rear. It all added to her demeanour as the harsh mistress. Her attention to detail and sense of stage management was to be admired, reflected Monique, as she decided to sit alongside Jean-Claude, who lounged on one of the couches, his legs stretched out in front of him, one arm on the rest at the end.


    When Philip walked, or rather, tottered in, Monique smiled broadly. Catherine was always somewhat wary of overloading any gathering with dominant males, and it was clear they would have no worries on that score as soon as they saw Philip.


    He was naked from the waist up, but below this was encumbered by a white suspender belt, perhaps an inch wide in both belt and suspender straps, all in lace-edged ruched silk encasing the elastic. The belt held up a pair of brown stockings, stretched tight as they finished halfway up his long thighs, leaving an expanse of bare white arse and upper leg on view. His modesty at the front was preserved by the thinnest of threads, due to the presence of a short, white-frilled pinafore fastened by a cord at his waist. The round linen panel extended down only to mid-thigh, around his stocking line. Normally, this would have been just enough, but the combination of his evident embarrassment and being endowed with an enviable length of cock, almost nine inches by the evidence they could see, was enough to tent the apron forward, thus adding to his embarrassment and, with it, his arousal.


    How delicious, thought Monique, as Philip walked carefully and slowly into the room. The care was needed because of the three-inch heeled court shoes in bright red which sheathed his feet. Thus he was hobbled and exposed, a thorough submissive without doubt. It was an impressive display by his mistress, Gloria, who followed him about three paces behind.


    She too was skimpily clad, but supremely confident in her dominance. Her breasts and fanny area were brazenly bare; in between, a white wasp-waist corset decorated her nudity. It was embossed with sewn decoration in purple to alleviate the white, and extended from below her breasts, which hung over its upper edge just a little, to the top of her hips. The lower edge was fringed in lilac lace, from where not four but six suspenders descended, so that the additional ones at the rear pulled tightly over each globe of her arse, gold in its all-over tan.


    The stockings were black, finely meshed fishnet, the strappy sandals silver, high-heeled; very elegant were it not for the contrast with tartish fishnets. A tour de force, decided Monique, wondering for a moment which of the two she would prefer to dally with, before quickly concluding it would be foolish to forego experimentation with that long cock. No wonder Gloria had settled for him; no doubt a good breadwinner, a schlong that any man would have been proud of, and utterly obedient to boot. Full house!


    Her musings on the subject of bisexual preference were cut short by the next entrance. Catherine ought to manage these things in more detail, she thought. What if both couples had arrived simultaneously?


    At any rate, Gloria paused and turned; her male slave, without instruction, stopped in the area between the square formation of the couches and the outer doors to the pool, his cock twitching under its flimsy linen covering, his hands in obedient servitude, clasped behind his back.


    The next arrival was Brenda. Coincidentally, she was similarly attired to the feminised Philip. One could never be quite sure, Monique reflected, which way couples would divide when the choice between dominant and submissive was presented to a wider company. Catherine always left it as a little teaser, building the conjecture and anticipation until the guests declared their predilections openly. She had thought that either of this confident couple might prove to be the dominant, but, on balance, the way it had panned out might well suit her better. It would be easier to present herself to Tony as a willing partner, perhaps, than to ask a dominant Brenda for favours from her male slave.


    It was a close call, but she felt surer of herself now. The hitherto assured Brenda stood before them in white suspender belt, black stockings, black high-heeled court shoes, and nothing else. Her master, Tony, had not even allowed her the comfort of a maid’s apron to cover her black-haired triangle. The area of fuzz on her flesh was extensive, there for all to study, but Monique noted with satisfaction that it could not compete with her own for the thickness and bushiness of the foliage.


    Like Philip, Brenda demonstrated her subservience by standing with her hands folded behind her, once she had reached the arena of the wide lounge floor. Tony stood impassively behind her, wearing only a pair of black briefs. His muscular arms and legs, hairy torso, and prominent genitalia, were all noted with appreciation by the attentive Monique. As she stared, drinking in the lewd display, Catherine broke the silence.


    ‘Good. You have, I see, revealed your hands. It is clear that Gloria and Tony are the dominants, and, as such, will enjoy certain privileges during their stay with us. I would like to call upon them to describe their relationship with their submissive, for our further information and interest. Please do not hesitate to inform us of any way in which we can make their time with us more unbearably teasing, or your own more satisfyingly relaxing as your every whim is indulged.


    ‘Madame Gloria, I call upon you first. You and Master Anthony may seat yourselves and relax if you wish.’


    ‘Thank you,’ said Gloria. ‘If it’s all the same to you, I’ll stand for the time being.’ She paused as Tony sat on the same couch as Jean-Claude and Monique, the better to see all the participants. Then she began her résumé.


    ‘This is Slave Philippa. You may call her Pippa if you wish. A feminised bitch, completely at my beck and call. I may put her in a wig later on, but I thought it would be a touch more humiliating at first to present him in a sort of halfway state, so he knows you can recognise his male persona above, yet below the waist the true feminised tart is revealed.


    ‘We’ve been married many years. When our offspring flew the nest, we found ourselves with more freedom round the house, and it was at this point he confessed to me his secret desire to dress himself in various items of women’s underwear.


    ‘Fortunately for him, or her, I am broadminded to a degree. I really did not want to go to the trouble of helping him with dresses and things… He will never be a convincing female, so why bother? But strapped into underwear in the bedroom, with a rampant cock standing up for me, titillated by his compromised state, why not? I began to enjoy his attentions again.


    ‘But there is a side of me that prefers a straightforward, hairy-arsed, hard-fucking, macho male. So I began to think about the situation, and how I might adapt to the shockingly perverse revelation that my husband had thrust upon me. The answer was quite simple. Though Philippa protests that her predilection does not correlate with any tendency towards homosexuality, I have experimented with certain boundaries. After all, I was furnished with information which revealed a weakness which he, as a man, did not want publicised in his wider life, quite understandably. This left me holding all the cards.


    ‘Since then, I have trained him in taking dildo, and I have also developed relationships with two young men who are willing to give me a thorough shafting, maybe a couple of times a month. With one of them, Philippa is corseted and confined to the adjoining bedroom while she listens to me taking my pleasure. With the other young man, a nicely well-endowed Spanish gentleman, she is allowed to be on hand, hands tied behind her, witnessing me spreading my legs wide and high for the thick, commanding cock which possesses me in front of her.


    ‘I have asked this gentleman, Carlos by name, if he would like his cock primed by Philippa’s sucking before he takes me, but he prefers not. So there is no evidence as to whether Philippa has crossed the line into bisexuality. Personally, I believe it is only a matter of time.


    ‘So, we find ourselves here on this vacation. Part of the motivation for this is that Slave Philippa seems to feel our life together needs yet more spice. I must say this has surprised me, but at the same time, if this is what he–’ she paused reflectively ‘–she desires, I am not going to deny it. In fact, I hope I have the chance to further rub her nose in it by indulging myself with other males.


    ‘Pandora’s Box was opened, quite literally, with his first foray into my underwear drawer. After that, nothing would be the same. So I intend to indulge my power. Should Slave Philippa descend further into degeneracy, I will merely watch with interest.’


    Gloria sat down calmly on the couch opposite the other three spectators, Jean-Claude, Monique and Tony. She crossed her stockinged legs and sank back luxuriantly into the upholstery.


    ‘Bravo.’ It was Catherine who spoke. ‘Bravo. A tremendous exposition. Formidable. We will do our best not to disappoint yourself, Madame Gloria, and your unmitigated slut of a slave. And now, Master Anthony, the floor is yours.’


    Tony, blinking, gave a long sigh. ‘Phew. That’s quite a story.’ He paused before getting into his stride. ‘I’m sure I won’t be able to equal that degree of eloquence, but I can at least try. I’m going to tell you all about my slave, Brenda.’ He turned to his wife and spoke curtly to her. ‘Spread yourself, slave, while we speak of you.’


    ‘Yes, master.’ Brenda immediately demonstrated what the command meant by standing with legs splayed wide, hands still behind her.


    ‘Good.’ Tony walked round in front of her, inspecting the pose.


    ‘Now, I know that personal history is not encouraged beyond our roles, but I would like to tell you what Slave Brenda gets up to in everyday life.


    ‘Please, master. Please don’t, master.’ Brenda spoke in a curiously mewing tone, in total contrast to the self-assured deportment she had displayed the previous day.


    ‘Silence. Do not speak unless spoken to. Do you understand?’


    With this, Tony walked to her side and spanked her bare arse once, lightly but sharply, with the flat of his hand.


    ‘Yes, master. I am sorry, master.’


    ‘Good. I will continue and you will accept it.’ He addressed his audience once more. ‘Slave Brenda works as a senior driving examiner. Her job involves inspecting the standards of driving instructors and examiners alike. She has the power over them, to damage their career if she deems their performance too poor. So, naturally, they are in some fear of her at times, and she takes the responsibility seriously.


    ‘When the time comes to take a vacation, she likes to put all that behind her, and wallow in a scenario where the boot is on the other foot, so to speak. A desire I am only too pleased to help her with, satisfying her need to be without any power at all, entirely at the whim of her dominant.


    ‘Of course, she must primarily submit to me. However, I feel it may be entertaining to see her responses to those others of you who wish to play with her in various ways, so I will not stand in the way of that as long as I am treated with due respect.


    ‘I think that is all I have to say, Madame Catherine. Thank you for allowing us to participate.’ With this, he sat down on the couch opposite the other three, staring impassively at the obedient Brenda, who remained, legs wide, in the centre of the lounge in the oblong space between the couches.


    ‘Thank you, Master Anthony,’ said Catherine. ‘It is my pleasure entirely. If you will allow me to command your slave, we will proceed to indulge ourselves.’


    ‘Be my guest,’ said Tony casually.


    ‘Thank you.’ Catherine seemed to think twice about addressing Tony more formally, given his own, less mannered response. She moved across to Brenda.


    ‘Slave Brenda, bend over so that your wicked arse is presented more prominently to me.’


    Brenda, silently now, leant forward so that her torso was as comfortably horizontal as she could make it.


    ‘Good. You may place your hands at either side of you, on your naked thighs just above your stocking tops. You may find them more comfortable like this than behind your waist.’


    Brenda carried out the suggested action, again without speaking.


    ‘Good. I am gratified to see that you comply with your master’s order, not to speak unless told to. So many slaves feel the need to thank their master or mistress, or voice a simple “yes”, when given a command when, in fact, we often prefer not to hear their pathetic, whining voices. Not that your good behaviour in this matter will earn you any special privileges, of course. It may mitigate some of your punishments, it may not; you must understand that you are completely at the mercy of our mood at all times. Do you understand my meaning?’


    ‘Yes mistress. Absolutely, mistress.’


    ‘Tell me, then. What do you understand by it? What is your interpretation of what I have just said?’


    ‘That Mistress and Master have complete control over me. That no matter what I do, it is their decision as to how much punishment and humiliation is meted out to me.’


    ‘Excellent. So intelligent, to realise this. The principle, that your actions do not necessarily produce a correlated response from your trainer, is close to that which psychologists call random interval reinforcement, a type of conditioning which produces the most addictive behaviour. You will, then, receive stimuli of our choice, at the times of our choice. Would you care for some now?’


    ‘If Madame wishes.’


    ‘Good. Notice, ladies and gentlemen, the deferral to Madame’s will, the wise slave’s abdication of decision-making capability at this early stage.’


    Catherine walked round Brenda, slowly, deliberately, letting her drink in the sight of the leather boots and the stockings, the way the whip was held horizontally next to the hip with the gloved hand. She proceeded to Brenda’s left side, where the slave faced the back of the lounge. Here Catherine was interposed between the observers on the couch behind her, and the helpless slave. Tony, on the other hand, sitting on the couch opposite, nearer the corridor, had an uninterrupted view of what Catherine was about to do as she transferred the whip to her left hand and closed upon Brenda’s undefended rear with her right.


    The gloved hand began to feel Brenda’s bare and hairy fanny. It moved further forward, between the legs, reaching the clitoral area. Brenda began to breathe faster, trying to put a cool face over her arousal, but although she did not voice anything, her drooping eyelids and vacant, open-mouthed expression gave clear evidence that she had crossed the boundary of self-control.


    ‘Turn so that your open cunt is on view to your master. Use your hands to pull your fanny lips apart.’


    The slave complied, and now treated the three on the sofa to a show of a face concerned only with crossing the frontier of fulfilment, whereas behind her, her master was treated to the view of the fully extended pink vulva within the drawn lips.


    Catherine resumed her exploration as Tony quite unashamedly extracted his cock from his briefs and began to wank it. Monique watched with fascination. From her viewpoint she could just see the phallus, a good seven or eight inches long, but also so thick, so thick. She wanted to feel his hairy body, examine more fully the thick growth of pubic hair which went with it.


    Catherine had brought Brenda to the point of moaning delirium when she paused, the middle gloved finger holding at its tip the conquered and dissipated willpower of another human being.


    ‘A disgrace. Perhaps we shall have her fucked. What do you say, Master Tony?’


    Tony himself was by now deep in a world of pleasure as he channelled his visual feast into penile stimulation. He managed to grunt a guttural reply.


    ‘Yeah. If you want. Give it to her.’


    ‘I may desist. I hardly feel she deserves it. Shall we use Jean-Claude? Or the shemale with its lovely long cock? Or shall I introduce the finger once more? No, I think I will make her wait.’


    At this, Brenda’s resolve disintegrated.


    ‘Aah. Please, mistress. Please fuck me. Please have me fucked. Oh please.’


    ‘Most disappointing. Who would you have fuck you?’


    ‘Anyone. Mistress. Anyone. Please touch me.’


    ‘Oh dear.’ Sighing, Catherine brought her finger once more to bear on the exposed clitoris. Brenda tilted her head back, eyes closed, an expression of absolute relief etched wide on her grimacing features. Tony, by now, watching the slave as she continued to pull the labia apart, was wanking with a determination and speed that was not to be denied.


    Monique could not hold back. If she was to break the spell and risk Catherine’s wrath, so be it. Catherine was an advocate of inventiveness and spontaneity, so perhaps she would even congratulate her. She did not care what the consequences were in any case.


    Getting to her feet, she moved quickly across, past Catherine and Brenda, to prostrate herself in front of Tony. Her hungry lips were on the top of the dick and sucking with gusto, just in time, for the intervention would not have been needed if she had left it much longer, she was sure. Far better to feel the hot jets in her mouth than to have to resort to cleaning the floor like a skivvy.


    ‘Oh dear me,’ said Catherine, as if she had merely spilt some sauce on her blouse at the dinner table, ‘your master has just ejaculated into my maid’s greedy mouth. You just cannot get the proper class of servant these days.’


    Brenda, who had been unable to see her husband achieve his relief, groaned quietly and began to wriggle her hips.


    ‘I see you would like to achieve a climax too, but that would be a little too easy, I feel,’ Catherine declared. ‘You are, after all, a slave, and should be made to wait longer. Stay here while I attend to the other submissive. If you wish to change position you may, as an alternative, go down on all fours and finish licking your master’s cock clean after my maid has finished. Otherwise remain as you are.’


    Brenda swayed, as though gripped by indecision, as Catherine took her hand away and walked to the impassive Philip, who had watched events unfold from his position in the centre of the room, at the other end of the low table near the windows. He remained with hands behind him, his apron occasionally twitching in evidence of his excitement.


    ‘Slave Philip,’ said Catherine, ‘you were not given permission to view my interaction with Slave Brenda. And yet you took the chance to obtain some titillation. Do not worry; you will pay for your perverted desire to peep at others.’


    She paused, letting a short silence linger, before addressing him again, her face now close alongside his.


    ‘What are you?’


    He seemed flustered, unsure of a suitable reply. The question hung in the air, matter of fact in tone, heavy with the invitation towards incrimination.


    ‘I am a pervert, Madame Catherine.’


    ‘Ha!’ Catherine threw back her head with a loud peal of laughter. She chuckled, appearing genuinely amused.


    ‘We can see that, Slave Philip. Males who stand before us in nothing much more than suspenders and stockings are, by definition, perverts. I should like from you a fuller definition as to how you see yourself. Proceed.’


    Philip swallowed, composed himself, and replied.


    ‘I am a perverted transvestite, Madame Catherine. A slut who deserves further punishment. Madame.’


    ‘Hmm. Not a bad effort, Slave Philip. However, you overlook two important aspects. First of all, if we are to be pedantic, you have not yet received any punishment, so how can you have further punishment? Do not concern yourself; we will rectify that situation as a priority.


    ‘The second aspect is one we must clarify without delay. You are right in calling yourself a slut, of course. However, you need to know that this is the mere tip of the iceberg. I know enough about you already to be able to tell you are more than that. There are no doubt certain transvestite males who are primarily heterosexual; perhaps you would even consider yourself one of them. I have to tell you, though, that my previous experience of such specimens, who have opened the door of the closet we shall call the outside world to enter my domain, is that they are, with a little persuasion perhaps, only too willing to experiment with some degree of bisexuality.


    ‘In any case, while you are here you will play by my rules, so please be aware that you are now in no position to deny whatever comes through the door you have opened.’ Her tone was clipped and severe.


    ‘Thank you, madame. I agree to the condition.’


    Catherine stepped around and stared at him, an expression of cold amazement on her face. Then, like a viper striking, the sudden slap on the cheek from the quick, gloved hand.


    ‘How dare you speak? How dare you? You are well aware of the guidelines here in view of what has gone before.


    ‘Rest assured you have secured yourself a period of punishment, should that have been your subconscious or conscious intention. And in future, please proceed on the basis that I am already aware how pathetically grateful you are for the mental and physical abuse that is to come your way.’


    She glared at him, daring a response. When none was forthcoming, she continued.


    ‘Now. You are in my opinion, Slave Philip, not only a pervert but a pathetic pansy. Declare now your status in front of everyone. I wish to hear the word “pansy” from your own mouth. Do not describe how pathetic or perverted you are, we take that for granted.’


    Philip gulped, and spoke.


    ‘I am a pansy, Madame Catherine.’


    ‘Good. Finally some obedience to instruction. Would you like an orgasm, Slave Philip? State yes or no, do not plead.’


    ‘Yes, Madame Catherine.’


    ‘Advance towards the other slave.’


    While Catherine had been speaking to Philip, Monique had remained crouched near Tony, occasionally licking his cock, or merely remaining with her head nestled in his lap, her hand exploring his hirsute chest and stomach. Thus, in the absence of any sight of her, Brenda had been forced to assume the maid was still near him. She had remained in the standing spread position, although a degree of fatigue had caused her torso to inch towards the vertical, and her hands to dwell nearer the rear of the thighs than the labia.


    Catherine followed Philip towards Brenda, inspecting her stance without comment. As he stood behind her, she spoke, her tone almost disinterested.


    ‘Would you like to slide your long, hot cock into this slave’s willing and wet pussy, slave?’


    ‘Yes, Madame Catherine.’


    ‘Put your hands in front of you and raise your pinafore.’


    He did so, pulling the apron up vertically, his hands now level with his chest. The magnificent cock was now fully revealed, exceeding Tony’s in length if not girth.


    ‘Jean-Claude, step forward,’ Catherine ordered. ‘Slave Brenda, bend forward properly.’


    Jean-Claude walked over from the couch as Brenda complied with the instruction, resuming her previous pose.


    ‘Wank this closet queer,’ Catherine told Jean-Claude, turning away disdainfully.


    Monique noticed that Tony’s penis had exhibited new signs of life, and began to encourage it, wanking its semi-hardness gently. Catherine watched this sideshow for a moment before turning back to look at Philip.


    Although he’d flagged momentarily when Jean-Claude approached him, his general level of arousal as he looked down at Brenda’s plump and proffered arse, was, as Catherine had anticipated, too great not to succumb, even to another male’s attentions. Jean-Claude had established a firm grip on his cock with thumb and two forefingers, and was now frigging the glistening organ with fast and rhythmic strokes. In short order, Philip’s slim credentials as a fully heterosexual male were compromised further when Brenda’s big, white derriere was spattered with several jets of semen.


    If it was possible for Catherine to look down her nose at someone taller than her, she accomplished it.


    ‘Disgusting. Position yourself in front of the female slave so that she may lick your cock clean of jism. I do not want it dripping and messing my floor. Jean-Claude, finish her.’


    Her tone was that of an irritable manageress dealing with witless and inadequate workers.


    Jean-Claude positioned himself behind Brenda, pulled his cock out over the top band of his white briefs, wanked it quickly to its full hardness, and introduced it into the long-suffering Brenda’s pussy. Her moan of relief brought an immediate, bad-tempered retort from Catherine.


    ‘Suck the cock, slave! Suck it clean of stickiness if you want further cock up your strumpet’s fanny. I can easily call him off.’


    With this, Brenda relinquished her hands’ position behind her thighs, and clamped them around Philip, clutching his arse below the suspender belt as she began to suck his cock with urgency, regardless of its relative limpness. He continued to hold his apron high above his waist in robotic obedience.


    Jean-Claude, having established himself in the wet orifice and gauged its measure, began to pump in and out of it, his cock near to full withdrawal on most occasions, before plunging forward again. Steadying himself by squeezing her hips tightly in his hands, he increased in speed and vigour. By the time he slowed to recharge his stamina, Brenda’s head was slumped, hanging down like the rest of her in a passable imitation of a rag doll, having long forgotten her efforts to continue sucking Philip’s dick as she was swept by orgasm.


    Catherine stepped forward and lifted her up, hands under her shoulders. She supported her as she whispered, ‘Thank you, mistress,’ her knees buckling. Catherine then flicked her head at Monique, who continued to crouch next to a fully aroused Tony.


    ‘Come here, maid, stop handling that cock and help me with this one.’


    Monique quickly obeyed, fearing that she had dallied too long. One at each shoulder of the kneeling Brenda, they guided her forward so that she was able to slump onto the couch with her upper body.


    Satisfying herself that Brenda was no worse than utterly exhausted, Catherine stood back and surveyed the scene. Philip still stood near the couch, apron raised.


    ‘So. Both disgraced by orgasm. You have earned punishment and it will be delivered. In future, I hope to see more discipline. Your displays of degeneracy when stimulated are nothing short of wanton abandonment. An appalling exhibition.


    ‘Monique, Jean-Claude, escort the slave Philippa to the basement and restrain her appropriately. By the time you have finished, the female slave should have recovered enough for you to administer the same treatment to her.’


    As Monique led the way to the stairs, with Jean-Claude, heavy cock in his briefs again, prodding Philip to follow, Catherine glanced at Gloria, who had quietly witnessed the whole imbroglio, and now sat with a smile on her face, stockinged legs crossed, looking at Catherine, and Tony opposite her on the other couch.


    When the others had left, Gloria, slowly and elegantly, rose to her feet. She clicked across to Tony on her silver heels and paused, staring for a moment at his penis, hard again, now in his hand. She turned and spread her legs, slowly and gradually leaning forward in a more controlled facsimile of Brenda’s earlier pose. She placed her hands behind her and pulled her lower arse cheeks wide, making sure Tony had a good view of her extremely large and prominent labia.


    Then she inched backwards, straddling his straight, outstretched legs, any vestige of elegance lost, supplanted by the teasing lewdness of a practiced exhibitionist. As she eventually lowered herself, Tony steadied his cock in his hand, and she held herself just above him, pulling now at the sides of her vulva until he was able to locate his target. Once the helmet was inserted slightly, her sensual swaying of the hips was enough to establish full hardness in him, and her pussy replaced his hand as she lowered herself fully upon the attentive phallus.


    Brenda, as she recovered and turned over, leaning her back against the lower cushion, was able to witness her husband straddled by the shameless Gloria, riding his cock, her stockinged thighs and calves tight in their display of well-toned muscle as she moved on the impaling dick, rubbing her breasts, one in each hand.


    This was the sight that also confronted Monique as she entered from the corridor, having shackled the shemale downstairs. Yes, things had got off to a promising start, she thought, even though Gloria had purloined the manly Tony, upon whom she had worked so hard. She beckoned to Brenda, who was leaning back now with her legs crooked and apart in front of her, her right hand straying near her bushy crotch. Monique smirked, crooking her forefinger, hooking it to and fro. Get up and come with me, it said. It was pleasurable to act the mistress now and then. Perhaps she could make it last a while.

  


  
    Chapter Five –The Price of Sin


    It was late when Keith and Abbie returned, September darkness having long descended. He had treated her to a delicious meal at a roadside auberge on the way back, after a trip along the Cote d’Azur near St Tropez, a resort which hadn’t impressed her overmuch.


    ‘I suppose it was a good job we didn’t set off in the MG,’ she said as the Peugeot’s headlights cut through the darkness of the “D” road.


    ‘Yes, well, it would have done it, but it gets a bit cold at this stage of the evening. Didn’t want to subject you to a test of endurance.’


    ‘Didn’t mind subjecting me to a trial by perfume, though,’ she suggested, rashly.


    ‘What? What do you mean?’


    ‘Are you sure you don’t know, Keith?’


    ‘Oh. Yeah. OK, well… Look, I have known Catherine a long time. I didn’t mean anything by it. Anyway, I can’t go back and undo it now. I said I’m sorry and I got you two in the end.’


    ‘So you should.’


    He had been a typical man, failing to see that buying Catherine a fragrance at the Fragonard factory in Grasse, after their guided tour, had been tantamount to inferring that Abbie was not necessarily the exclusive woman in his affections. When he bought one for Monique as well, he was just digging a bigger hole. In the end, she had left with two personally specified fragrances, outweighing one each for Catherine and Monique. But the damage had been done, her ego bruised.


    She sat silently as he negotiated the bends with practiced ease. She for her part had been the typical woman, prodding him into recognising his insensitivity, ending up with an extra bottle of perfume and an expensive meal for her trouble. Why did the sexes behave so stereotypically? She had come to see herself as a successful businesswoman in recent times, the reward for years of effort, the deserved relaxation from the need to prop up her self-esteem with overpriced consumer products and beautifying concoctions.


    And now she sat here having cajoled her male partner into financial tribute. He could afford it, that wasn’t the problem. Her independence, or lack of it, concerned her. On the one hand, the pride in her achievements, on the other, the need for love and approval from a male to seal her sense of security. Pathetic and weak. Yet why should she not be adored? She was more worthy than most. She cursed David for damaging her so.


    ‘I’m sorry, Keith.’


    He eased the car through a couple of tight bends before replying.


    ‘What for?’


    Did that mean there was no need to pursue the matter? Or did it invite a full explanation? She could not tell. That was the trouble with men, they were a different species. Aliens with cocks who had invaded and stationed themselves in half the population.


    She dismissed the stupid fantasy. Men were, above all, literal. That much she had observed.


    ‘I’m sorry for being such a wheedling bitch and nagging you into buying me more perfume. You don’t deserve that.’


    He seemed genuinely puzzled for a moment.


    ‘Look. I needed to show you you’re number one. You mean a lot to me.’


    ‘More than Catherine?’ Straightaway she had plunged them back to square one. An insecure little girl.


    ‘Yes.’ He seemed irritable now. ‘How many times do I have to say it?’


    Evidently, for a man, once was enough. She laughed to herself. Such simple creatures. That was at once women’s strength and weakness, their complexity. Women should be simple at times, quit while they were ahead. Instead, they sat and analysed relationships while men built and engineered the environment and then destroyed it in wars.


    She smiled and held his hand on the gear lever.


    ‘I’m sorry, Keith. I know you mean it. It’s just that bastard of a husband of mine left me a bit insecure. I’m sorry.’ The standard excuse. It was easy, but it would probably work.


    ‘OK, love, I know. Just relax, OK?’


    ‘Yes, OK. It’s been a lovely day. Are we nearly back?’


    ‘About 20 miles, then we’ll have a spot of wine and I’ll tickle your fancy.’


    ‘Mmm, lovely. What more could I ask?’


    Abbie put on her robe and slippers and made her way to the kitchen. She was awake, but delightfully woozy, in the way of one who could take all the time they wished to come to full consciousness. She had slept well, almost as soon as Keith’s persistent tongue had propelled her to an unstoppable orgasm, all stress leaving her body in sudden twitching paroxysms of release.


    It was funny how a tiff, or at least a brush with one, could lead to the intense passion of mutual desire in the need to reassert the strength of a relationship. Was that why some couples seemed addicted to tempestuous relationships, she wondered? She had no wish to cultivate a Burton/Taylor style of embroilment, being far more enamoured of the advantages of cool English reserve, however hard the legs of the glacially calm swan might be pedalling below the waterline.


    She would, though, make coffee for Keith and reward his efforts of the night before by dressing in stockings and presenting herself as a fully available slut, concerned only with his pleasure. Perhaps she would begin by tasting his cock, slowly, lovingly. Worshipful, as he had been with her.


    Her thoughts were curtailed as she entered the kitchen, seeing Catherine and Monique at the table. Coffee and loaf were in front of them. Catherine languidly waved her hand to Abbie, indicating that she should sit, as she munched on her bread. Monique, buttering her slice, looked over, as if to say “should I fetch her a plate and cup?” But there was no need, as Catherine got to her feet with an unintelligible word formed around a full mouthful of fresh loaf, and went to the cupboard for the requisite crockery.


    She poured Abbie a cup, and began a conversation, asking how the previous day’s trip had been. Abbie furnished details of Grasse and its perfumeries, and the drive along the coast, eschewing discussion of how much perfume Keith had purchased, and for whom.


    Monique rose to boil the kettle to replenish the coffee jug. She had on an emerald green tank-top T-shirt, the nipples of her small breasts revealing their contours under the thin, tight cotton, the sturdiness of her arms and shoulders proudly bare. Below it, Abbie looked at the short leather skirt. She was not unduly surprised, when the girl stretched to the cupboard above her to get coffee, to see that the seamed fishnets she wore were stockings rather than tights, revealed by the glimpse of bare thigh between hem and top.


    As she contemplated Monique’s clothing, noting how the practicality of the black ballet-style pumps she wore failed to do much to dilute the outright sexiness of the skirt and fishnets, she became aware that Catherine was speaking.


    ‘We should go out and sunbathe by the pool, eh? See what happens when these males wander out.’


    Abbie looked across at Catherine, at the twinkle in her eye. She wore a floral pattern shift dress, red and orange on white. Probably not much else. As with Monique, Abbie saw no evidence of a bra.


    ‘Er… I was going to take Keith some coffee.’


    ‘Oh. I see.’ Catherine looked at Abbie, a thoughtful expression barely altering her features. Then she smiled.


    ‘And what if I don’t allow that?’ she said, following up with a lighthearted chuckle. ‘I mean, the risk of spilling coffee on the bedsheets and so on.’


    She showed no sign of taking the initiative in interrupting the silent pause which followed. One of those unanswerable questions, if one does not wish to be rude or overly contrite. Abbie felt a subtle change in dynamic, as though a train had crossed over points. She gave a response then, the weak one of bourgeois diplomacy.


    ‘I didn’t know you were worried about that. I’m… Oh well, I’ll just get him to get up or something.’


    ‘No, chérie, it was a joke. Do not worry.’


    But she was flustered. She had stopped short of saying she was sorry, though her conditioning had nearly led her to it. Yet she now realised she had allowed herself to be manoeuvred into a declaration that went against her intention. “I’ll get him to get up.” What was that? She didn’t want him up. She wanted him on the bed, his cock filling her suppliant mouth.


    With a small shrug, Catherine inclined her head towards the coffee pot. ‘Take him a drink if you must. But it would be more delicious for us to lie naked outside, watching the males’ reaction when they come to the pool.’


    ‘Catherine!’ Abbie’s surprised tone was not entirely put on. ‘What about your guests?’


    The reply was measured and slow.


    ‘I think you will find them to be quite broadminded, chérie.’


    ‘Oh.’ Abbie paused before adding, a touch too brightly she thought, ‘No need for bikinis then.’


    Catherine’s expression was dismissive.


    ‘No. I like a little decorum on first arrival, but nudity will be fine from now on. My guests are people who prefer a little spice.’


    She looked up at Abbie, who was now pouring coffee, as if daring her to change her mind about the sunbathing. She was rewarded, should she perceive it, with a very slight tremor of the Englishwoman’s hand as she picked up the cup and walked back to her room.


    By the time Abbie reached the room, she was taking deep breaths to control her nervous excitement. She had run the gauntlet, she felt, the scrutiny of Catherine’s unblinking gaze. Now she would have her reward, her man to herself.


    She heard the shower as she entered. Quickly dropping her robe, she began to search her case for some items she had not yet unpacked.


    When Keith, drying himself, entered the bedroom, it was to find her kneeling on the bed, presenting a bare rump adorned within a frame of red and black suspender belt and black seamed stockings, with the soles of gleaming black high-heeled court shoes facing him as her feet, wide apart, dangled just over the edge of the bed.


    It was his hand that explored her first, the fingers invading until one became two became three. With their incursion, the corresponding increase in wetness and desire, until the moment of withdrawal brought a gasp of tortured pleasure, satisfied swiftly with the insertion of hard and unyielding cock. As he began to shaft her, she felt like never before, cock hungry beyond all reason, splayed, receptive, a toy without will or power to move.


    And he treated her so, increasing his rhythm for the demands of his own fulfilment, creating in her the forbidden thrill experienced only by those who embrace their surrender. It carried her with him into transcendent bliss, triggered by the pulsations as his animal needs possessed his body.


    It must have been mid-morning when she came to, disturbed by Keith’s movement as he rose from the bed where they’d collapsed after their exertions. She watched him put on his dressing gown and murmured her assent as he asked if she wanted coffee.


    When he returned with it, together with bread and croissants on a tray, he said that the other members of the household were up and running, or “at least up and relaxing”. They should go and sun themselves by the pool, he suggested. She saw no reason why not.


    When he spoke again, she detected in his voice a deliberate effort to remain casual, matter of fact.


    ‘The guests are sunbathing nude, so you won’t need a costume.’


    She smiled to reassure him.


    ‘Yes. Catherine mentioned to me earlier that they were fairly uninhibited about that.’


    She saw his face relax.


    ‘OK.’


    She finished her coffee and food.


    ‘OK, let’s go then.’


    He stepped out of his dressing gown as she rose from the bed.


    ‘Won’t need this, really.’


    ‘You should wear it as far as the pool,’ she declared as she wrapped her kimono over her naked body.


    ‘Why?’ His smile had a hint of mischief.


    ‘Just. It’s uncouth otherwise.’


    He shrugged.


    ‘If you insist. I’ll avoid 20 yards of uncouthness.’


    When they reached the pool, going to it via the lounge, they saw Jean-Claude and Catherine on their loungers at the side opposite the house, with Tony and Gloria, next to each other, on loungers at the end terrace, near a gate which gave access to a stepped path down to the orchard. All four were naked.


    They took up position opposite Jean-Claude and Catherine, on the long side of the pool near the corridor of the house, the same place where they had become voyeurs of their hosts two days ago.


    Abbie was surprised to think it was that long ago. She registered also that Tony and Gloria were not partners, if she remembered rightly. How intriguing. Where were their respective spouses?


    The mere act of removing her kimono gave her a frisson of excitement. She felt her sensitive nipples begin to tingle. Casting a hopefully casual glance in the direction of Tony and Gloria, she found it returned by them both. She was able to note the chunky muscularity of Tony’s hairy and tanned torso and the slimness of Gloria’s waist under her attractive breasts with their small nipples, before decorum dictated that she should divert her gaze elsewhere. She found herself standing just an iota too long as she scanned the other couple opposite her. Catherine lay back, eyes apparently closed, but Jean-Claude surreptitiously returned her gaze, the merest hint of a lustful leer teasing her imagination.


    She turned, bending over the lounger, adjusting and fussing with the towel on it. Again, just a little too long. She was diagonal in relation to Jean-Claude and Tony, she knew. Each would have a three-quarter view of her bare backside.


    As she sat, she reached for her novel, eager to have a distraction. She looked up at her man, Keith, standing as he applied lotion to his body. By the time he had finished, and rubbed some onto her back, she was beginning to feel a heat not altogether related to the climbing morning sun.


    Keith settled on his front on his lounger, and now it was time for Abbie to return the favour and anoint his back. She had a choice of how to position herself for this, and amazed herself by walking around the lounger so that she had, ostensibly, more space, unimpeded by the proximity of her own chair.


    In reality, it left nothing to shield her rump from the gaze of the others, in particular Tony and Gloria, should they wish to avail themselves of the full view of the backside which was afforded. By the time Abbie relaxed back on her own lounger, again taking time to check the adjustment of its raised end, she was inwardly seething with lust, secretly congratulating herself for her subtle exhibitionism. As she read and re-read the same sentence of her novel, she could think only of Tony’s thick cock nestling in its profusely hairy pubic lair. Thank goodness, she reflected, for the architecture of the female genitalia. Were she a man, the level of arousal she was experiencing would have been revealed in full priapic splendour.


    She was distracted by the clacking of heels as Brenda entered the pool terrace from the open lounge door. Glancing towards the newcomer, Abbie was astonished as she took in the sight. She would have to recalibrate her perceptions of normality from this point on, she knew.


    Brenda was clad, but only in shiny black high-heeled shoes, plain black stockings, and a small black suspender belt. That is to say, it was small in depth of material and the thinness of its four suspenders, for it needed to be a large waist size to hook around her ample middle. The meagreness of the material merely emphasised the large area of plump white flesh around which it was clasped.


    Brenda held a tray in front of her, upon which were four glasses of fruit juice, ice clinking within them. She approached Abbie first.


    ‘Would madam like a drink?’


    ‘Er, yes. Thank you.’ There were two orange and two grapefruit flavours. Abbie chose one of the latter, and watched as the “waitress” went round to her companion.


    ‘And sir?’


    ‘Orange, please.’ Keith, she noted, seemed completely unfazed by this new phenomenon. Abbie, for her part, had almost forgotten her own arousal, so taken aback was she. But as she watched Brenda click across towards Tony and Gloria, the heels encouraging a swaying gait which drew attention to her big hips, her thoughts returned to her own appearance earlier, suspendered and exposed, and she began to feel the inner warmth of her body’s erotic needs once more.


    ‘Madam?’ Brenda addressed Gloria.


    ‘Orange, please. Put it down there.’


    Abbie watched as the woman bent, arse vulnerable and bare, like her own as she had waited for Keith to emerge from the bathroom.


    Brenda rose and spoke to her husband.


    ‘Sir?’


    ‘I wanted orange, but you have only got grapefruit there. Not good enough. Is it?’


    ‘No, sir.’


    ‘You’ll have to fetch some more, but before you do, put your tray down and face towards the pool.’


    ‘Yes, sir.’


    ‘Just do it, there’s no need to speak.’


    Abbie watched, brazenly fascinated, as she complied. She saw Tony rise from the sunchair and station himself behind, and slightly to the side of, his wife.


    ‘Bend over.’


    As she did so, he delivered six slaps with his open palm, three upon each arse cheek. They were not vicious or hard, but sufficient for the sound to carry around the poolside area, and for the public humiliation to be sealed.


    Tony looked across at Abbie as he administered the last three slaps, unashamed, a smile of triumph on his face. She kept her cool mask. You can’t shock me, it said. Inwardly, her subconscious began to ferment a heady brew of fascination, the main ingredient the perverse pleasure Brenda would have enjoyed as she underwent the ritual.


    ‘You may continue.’


    Abbie watched as Brenda acted on Tony’s instruction, picking up her tray and walking towards Catherine and Jean-Claude, who spoke.


    ‘Leave that here, Catherine will have grapefruit. Fetch two more orange.’


    ‘Yes, sir.’


    The obedient waitress clicked away through the house, leaving Abbie to ponder on this new regime. Keith seemed, as far as she could discern, relatively unsurprised by it all. And certainly the four opposite were in on it, comfortable with the rather perverted scenario.


    For Abbie, it was a new departure: a living, immediate theatrical experience assailing her consciousness with the force of a powerful drug. It was a far cry from glimpses of submissive women in some of her husband’s seedier pornographic magazines, to this, the mind-bending reality of being present, not only as part of an exclusive audience at a private performance by seasoned and expert actors, but as a member of this cast, brightly spotlighted and exposed upon the stage.


    She watched Brenda return with the two glasses of orange on the tray as the thought hit home. She could, of course, contrive to walk away; she was not a prisoner. As she watched Brenda bend to set the first glass down next to Jean-Claude, she realised there was now no prospect of that. The degree of fascination wrought in her would ensure that she remained here, and, by implication, accept whatever arose in this crucible of unashamed eroticism.


    It dawned on her that she was staring at Brenda’s exposed rump as the woman leant forward on the other side of the pool. The labia in their frame of dark hair were visible to her. In polite society, a strip of bikini material would have covered them. How strange that a mere sliver of cotton could define the gate between two quite different worlds, thought Abbie as her arousal increased.


    When Brenda walked across to Tony and received her instruction from him, it began to simmer towards boiling point.


    ‘Put the orange down. Good. Now, Mistress Gloria likes to ride my cock. She needs a good, hard erection. Get down and suck me so that she won’t be disappointed.’


    When Brenda did so, wordlessly, it was all Abbie could do to prevent her hand straying to her crotch. She was desperate to play with herself, even so soon after the stimulation and satisfaction she had received from Keith.


    She glanced across from the spectacle of Tony’s cock in Brenda’s obedient mouth, towards Catherine. Her hostess was also staring at the fellatio, intently, as if passing judgement on the style of Brenda’s bobbing head. Yet she caught sight of Abbie in her peripheral vision, and smiled as she turned her head towards her.


    Abbie felt herself redden, and reached for Keith’s hand, as if for an anchor in a stormy sea. He responded by guiding it towards his crotch, where she felt it placed against a burgeoning erection. Flustered, she tried to withdraw it, but his grip was firm without being forceful, and she relaxed her resistance. Raising herself forward a bit more, she now saw that Jean-Claude was observing her, a leering smile beginning to crease his features.


    So she was of more interest than the show Brenda was putting on, was she? Returning his stare, she began to work her hand up and down on Keith’s cock, and the game was on. As she wanked her lover, she watched Jean-Claude, who rose and positioned himself in front of Catherine, straddling her lounger so that Abbie now saw only the view of his firmly muscled naked buttocks. It was clear what he was doing, though, for his right hand was in front of him, obviously supporting his engorged cock. Catherine sat up, and her face drew nearer to the presented phallus.


    What was it Catherine had said about the pliability and weakness in men? Abbie watched now as her erstwhile lesbian lover submitted to a proud cock, taking it in her mouth, though Abbie could only see, tantalizingly, her hands as they curled around and rested on the male’s hips. She longed for a side view, to witness Catherine’s act of worship in detail as her mouth opened upon it and took its florid fullness like a demeaned and undignified whore.


    Abbie looked down at Keith’s cock as she manipulated it. It was not quite fully hard. She thought of joining Brenda and Catherine in a cocksucking triumvirate, but this would deny her the opportunity of continuing the voyeurism which had so aroused her. She longed to impale herself on the phallus, facing Keith’s legs so that she could continue to stare across the pool, witnessing in brazen fascination the ascendance of Tony and Jean-Claude as Brenda and Catherine serviced their manhood.


    But she knew Keith’s metabolism well enough by now, enough to know that more stimulation was required to overcome the lingering fatigue she had herself induced in him. Reasoning that the fellatio opposite would be causing him to desire the same, she got up from the lounger and walked round. She leant across his side and went down, licking and sucking with the wholehearted devotion a child might direct towards a succulent lollipop. No longer could she see the show across the way, yet it played on her imagination as she worked on the cock, eager to bring it to a degree of hardness which would easily penetrate her tingling cunt.


    In this position, her rear was pointed towards Tony and Gloria at the far end of the pool. She imagined them staring, privileged voyeurs as others cavorted for their amusement. Mistress Gloria, he had called her. The title intrigued Abbie, and gave her a shiver of sinful pleasure. She moved her arse a little higher as she shifted her position to one more on all fours with her knees on the floor. Mistress Gloria and the well-endowed Tony would now be able to see her hairy bush from the most defenceless and open angle possible. She ensured her labia were presented for their most complete delectation by widening the gap between her knees. The action fed her arousal, and her dedication to her cocksucking duties gained new intensity.


    Monique watched from the lounge, standing, far enough back so as not to be too obvious. In any case, they were all, save perhaps Gloria, too preoccupied to concern themselves with the prospect of being overlooked.


    Catherine had said to wait and see how things unfolded. It might take a while before Abbie’s inhibitions crumbled, she had thought. On this evidence there was no need to worry. Tony’s bold treatment of Brenda had put the cat among the pigeons quite quickly. Abbie might have been shocked, but not enough to put her off. Monique smiled as she studied the Englishwoman. The line had been crossed; she would soon be able to assist in ensuring that any road back towards respectability would be firmly gated.


    She remembered Catherine’s advice, when they had discussed tactics, before Abbie appeared at the breakfast table. The guest was to be seduced, but Monique must observe how things went, before deciding how best to accomplish this. Intervene with the flow of events, rather than imposing some pre-arranged plan.


    She continued to watch, enjoying the trio of cocksuckers, putting her envy of Brenda’s position to one side as she plotted. The first to disturb the concurrent symmetry of the fellatio was Gloria, who rose and put her fingers around the base of Tony’s penis as Brenda continued to suck its head. Tony, taking the hint, placed his hand on top of his submissive wife’s head and gently pulled her back from him. She remained dutifully where she was, on all fours at the side of the lounger, mouth remaining slightly agape as she watched Gloria move over her husband.


    The blonde faced the pool as she straddled Tony, affording him a view of arse as she descended, guiding his cock into her vagina with her right hand, steadying her body by resting her left hand on the humiliated Brenda’s shoulder.


    As she sank upon the penis, sheathing it with a sigh of pleasure, Monique thought Gloria’s gaze caught her. Not that it mattered, for the cock rider’s attention was soon diverted towards Brenda, as if the smile of pleasure and triumph should be used to further emphasise the degradation of the lowly rival, forced to watch her husband provide pleasure to the good-looking temptress who now possessed his erection.


    Catherine now changed her position, rising and walking around Jean-Claude. Facing the spectacle of Gloria and Tony’s coupling, she threw her towel on the floor and placed herself on hands and knees upon it, awaiting her lover’s attention. He did not disappoint, kneeling and introducing his cock expertly and easily into her proffered cunt from behind, grasping her buttocks and beginning a rhythmic fucking.


    Monique was fascinated, watching her mistress’s eyes glaze in torpid pleasure. Despite her status, she was at this moment completely in thrall to cock. It gave Monique a vicarious thrill as she took the cue and walked towards the kitchen. It was time to enter the stage, a stage where, as far as her target was concerned, cock would hold sway today.


    Abbie sensed Keith’s body stiffen as he pushed upwards, with his hand grabbing the root of his prick. It was time to mount him, she decided, while his excitement was at a peak.


    She rose from him, and turned. While tasting and teasing the cock, she had formulated a plan which had given rise to an unstoppable arousal and lubrication within her as she savoured its boldness. She would mount him facing away, not tenderly looking down at his face, but arse presented, shameless in her appropriation of his worship.


    More importantly, she would face Gloria and Catherine in her moment of fulfilment, and by such an act relinquish any pretence that she could remain in even the slightest way circumspect, as she expressed her sexuality.


    As she turned, she saw that Gloria had matched and exceeded her in display as a leg-splayed fornicator, for she writhed upon Tony’s captive cock while leaning forward, arms pressed upon the large, naked back of the obedient Brenda, who was draped forward across her husband’s thighs now, head down, a mere human cushion used by the mistress who rode her master.


    Undaunted, Abbie moved her right leg across Keith’s lounger. She descended by bending her knees, her rear thus lewdly accentuated above him. As she felt down for the tip of his cock and guided it home, she looked over towards Catherine as she sank the final delicious seven inches, at last sitting fully upon him with her weight, settling her rump, relaxing and positioning her thighs wider, her feet comfortably now upon the floor either side of the sunbed.


    The thrill was compounded by her view of Catherine’s position. Here she was, like Gloria, the mistress of a male beast whom she straddled and was about to ride at her whim, while Catherine, her confident, assertive hostess, knelt like a willing and seasoned bitch, comfortably and completely dominated by Jean-Claude’s long cock, a cock which she had herself sampled illicitly. She felt a surge of sinful triumph, an unworthy yet wickedly addictive brew of power and dominance.


    Leaning forward, she placed her hands on Keith’s thighs just above his knees, and, thus supported, began to grind her genitalia on him, seeking only her own pleasure, using the cock as one might use that of a lowly and conquered slave. As she did so, she stared across at Jean-Claude, letting him see her abandonment, etched on her debauched features. She watched as he pumped the helpless Catherine, thinking of the next time she would present herself to him, wanting the long cock for herself, taking her pleasure when the chance arose.


    Monique had explained to Philip what was required, when she had got back to the kitchen. He had stood wordlessly, the occasional slight nod confirming his understanding. Had he been fully clad, his bearing would have been convincing as an erudite and dignified man of academic leaning. However, he was not. He was naked. Naked except for a minuscule white pinafore tied to his waist.


    She had watched as it rose with his undisciplined penis, forming a ludicrous, lace-edged inverted V-shape around the autonomous protuberance. It would not do to laugh, though she was tempted. Instead, she had affected a sneer, curling her upper lip as she began to strip.


    ‘You can get rid of that now. Keep the cock hard and follow me. Remember your role.’


    Abbie glanced in Gloria’s direction as she continued to ride Keith’s cock. She was seeking reassurance of a sort, confirmation that Gloria was also continuing to take her pleasure, rather than act as a passive vessel like Catherine.


    Sure enough, Gloria was slowly moving her hips up and down, supporting her upper body weight on Brenda’s back, the submissive and her husband subservient to her needs. Abbie was absorbed by the spectacle, feeling an empowerment as her own position reflected Gloria’s. She glanced at Jean-Claude, but his impassive arrogance as he shafted Catherine at will seemed undiminished in the face of their brazen cock-riding sisterhood.


    Abbie noticed Gloria’s hooded eyes widen, her head turning slightly as she noticed something in the direction of the house. She turned her head, following the gaze, and her attention was immediately fully engaged by what she saw.


    Monique came first, taking her time in a sashaying gait. She wore only the fishnet stockings now, the tops, elasticated, requiring no suspenders. Even her black pumps had been discarded.


    She paused in front of Abbie, looking across at her, smiling unashamedly, flaunting her near-naked sexuality. But Abbie’s eyes remained on her only a moment, for Monique had a companion. It was Philip, following a couple of paces behind.


    Abbie had almost become accustomed to the nudity around her, yet the newcomer had quickly become the main recipient of her interest. Not because of his general physique, unprepossessing in its lankiness, but because of his astonishingly long cock, at which she stared for far too long. Any vestige of embarrassment was long gone now, diluted by her position, legs splayed on her lover’s hips, washed away for ever by the sight of this mesmerising prick.


    She became dimly aware of his voice above her as she continued to stare at it. ‘Get down, Monique. I will fuck you when I am ready.’


    Out of the corner of her eye, she was aware of Monique kneeling and bending forward. Then Philip moved quickly and decisively, putting his right leg across the lounger. He now straddled it, facing Abbie, his hand moving under his cock, supporting it so that the long, pink shaft pointed at her face.


    ‘Suck me! I need to be wet to fuck this French slut. Get your mouth round the cock and lubricate it. Suck!’


    Abbie was astonished, yet highly stimulated. Her fantasy of female ascendance vied with her instinct to avail herself of the opportunity to worship this huge organ. It filled her thoughts as it filled her vision, dispelling her will, the fledgling perception of herself as domina dissipating, a fragile fortress crumbling under the sudden onslaught of masculine power.


    Philip moved closer to her. The glans was only an inch from her lips now. Her addled senses tried to rationalise, to come up with some explanation of how she might indulge her desire while retaining a self-image as an independent and autonomous woman. She could not do it. Her civilized higher brain was drugged, impotent, overrun by animal desire, the citadel of Rome surrendering to the onrushing barbarian horde.


    The crazy image swirled around her mind. Roman men in short, skirt-like tunics, hairy legs on show. Unkempt, bearded vagabonds roaring triumphantly, putting them to flight. Roman women clad in nothing but thin, diaphanous white dresses, taken as prizes, skirts torn from them in the street, used and abused in their unwelcome nudity, sucking and being fucked by the huge cocks of the bestial conquerors, pulling their animal skin clothing aside, delighting in submission to their bushy-haired splendour.


    ‘Suck.’


    Her mouth opened, almost without volition, and she took it. The opportunity to be violated at cunt and gaping mouth simultaneously, a new experience in her life. The opportunity to behave like a cheap and easy slut, giving it up to any male who came along, purely for the debauched exhibitionist satisfaction it gave her.


    Cocksucker. For all to see. Not a cock-riding Amazon. A public cocksucker.


    As she sucked Philip’s long dick, she wondered what Keith was thinking. She was sure it aroused him. Was she doing this for him, acting the obedient trollop, or for her own greedy pleasure?


    The answer was both. Moreover, one motivation fed from the other, accelerating an unstoppable whirlwind of lust within her.


    Lifting her arms, she encircled Philip’s torso, using the small, sloping ledge formed by his arse for what purchase she could as she devoted herself to complete worship of his penis.


    Gradually, she introduced more of it, her head bobbing like that of a walking pigeon, with its tiny, instinctive brain and glassy, unintelligent eyes. She established a rhythm, overcoming her gag reflex to a degree, though she could only hope to accommodate half the huge pink truncheon at best.


    Realising her riding of Keith had slowed, she brought her fingertips to bear upon Philip’s gluteus muscles, clinging to his arse as an expert mountaineer might cling to the most imperceptible tiny ledge, defying gravity through years of dedicated training. Then she worked herself upon Keith, feeling the thickening in the girth of his cock as she brought her thigh and leg muscles to bear, riding lewdly. At the same time, she endeavoured to maintain a rhythm with her head on Philip’s cock, but now with more emphasis on the tip, engaging her mouth more than her throat, the tongue eagerly sucking and flicking around the glans.


    Nothing else existed for her now. The naked audience had been a mere aperitif; they were a distant memory as she gorged on phallic splendour. Her attention to Philip was complete in its enthusiastic worship; her riding of Keith athletic in its abandonment.


    She sensed that Keith was near, yet his earlier orgasm had robbed him of the sensitivity which would have tipped him over the edge long before now, had he been fresh. His breathing was heavy and needy, yet it abated in its crescendo as his body weakened beneath her onslaught, and the rigidity he had offered against her downward thrusts began to diminish.


    Neither could she keep up the gymnastic squat thrusts indefinitely; her rhythm slowed in sympathy with Keith’s predicament until she was glad to merely sit upon him, the captured cock still within her, as she concentrated solely on pleasuring Philip.


    At this juncture, her hands also relaxed, sparing his rear from further indentation by her desperate fingers, and she let her arms flop beside her. She remained, though, fully in thrall to cock, sucking fulsomely on the end of it, eyes closed in delirium.


    Such was her trance that at first she barely registered the pressure on her arms, accepting it as if perceiving an extraneous stimulus that woke one from a dream and was translated by the subconscious brain into a surreal interpretation, like the ringing of an alarm clock giving rise to an image of the approach of a clanging fire engine.


    As Abbie’s consciousness swam through the clouds of physical exhaustion, she rejoiced in her status as cocksucker, giving in to it, hoping that her display of willing and complete subjugation to Philip’s erection was being watched by all, though her eyes were now closed in reverence.


    By the time the grip of several strong hands on her arms behind her penetrated this reverie, it was far too late for her conscious mind to summon a plan of resistance, even if she’d had the strength after her recent exertion.


    Large hands gripped her upper arms, those of a man, she realised, as her eyes opened and her mouth slackened. Though she tried, weakly, to withdraw, Philip matched her movement and the cock continued to control her head.


    Further hands, two pairs, were working below. Her instinctive resistance was an insipid display in the face of the determination of the unseen workers behind her, and far too little too late. She felt the nylon tighten around her wrists and soon she was captive, one wrist lashed securely to the other with a tight and secure bond. At this point, the six hands briefly relented, before another two loops of nylon encircled both her biceps, prior to being drawn together. Thus her wrist bondage, while enough on its own to subjugate her, was reinforced as her upper arms were pulled tightly behind her.


    She now looked up, arms trussed, mouth still gagged by Philip’s cock, as her captors came into view.


    Catherine stood on her left, hands on hips, smiling, triumphant rather than friendly. Monique was on her right, now naked, for it was, Abbie realised, her pair of stockings that tied her. From the corner of her eye she saw Gloria, watching the drama, but still astride Tony as Brenda lay across in front of her. Gloria was sitting on, rather than actively riding Tony, who also gazed towards them, as did an entranced Brenda, who now had Gloria’s hand behind her, fondling her submissive vagina.


    The sight of Gloria’s dominance over Brenda aroused Abbie. As she felt her lubrication increase, her rational mind supplied the last piece of the jigsaw. The only person not in view was Jean-Claude. So it was his hands that had so firmly restrained her while the bondage was applied. He must still be behind her. Was it him pulling the strings, or had Catherine been just toying with Abbie’s preconceptions when she presented herself to him so readily?


    Either way, it dawned on Abbie that she was merely a pawn to Jean-Claude and Catherine’s king and queen. The little fantasy of stealing further liaisons with Jean-Claude behind Catherine’s back was beginning to look like just that; a fantasy. Moreover, the way they had acted together in subduing her did not bode well for her hopes that Jean-Claude had kept their illicit tryst a secret from Catherine.


    Looking up at Catherine, Abbie tried to collect her feelings. One thing was easily dismissed; embarrassment was no longer part of her repertoire here. She had entered into the game with gusto. There was no going back. That left her to contemplate only her vague plans for sexual fulfilment and conquest, using her feminine wiles to entice and sample every one of the four cocks available, at her whim and with impunity, through subterfuge if necessary.


    These vague plans, not even fully formed. Shattered into a thousand irretrievable fragments as she sat upon her lover’s cock, revived in its hardness as he witnessed her demise. As she sucked on another man’s cock; another man who, she knew deep down, danced to Catherine’s tune. As she remained speechless, gagged by it, arms secured. Waiting.


    She was an intelligent woman. She worked out the remaining option as she looked up at Catherine, waiting for her to speak.


    She had no doubt whatsoever that her forthcoming role in the drama, her place in the pecking order, would in a moment be spelt out for her.


    It could only involve submission. Delicious, enticing, forbidden, longed-for submission.

  


  
    Chapter Six – Brought Down


    Monique watched Catherine beckon Jean-Claude, and stepped back as he passed in front of her on Abbie’s right-hand side. The captive Englishwoman looked towards him. Monique laughed. To her erotic credit, as it were, the end of Philip’s penis remained in her mouth, distorting the cheek as if she had thrust an entire plum there in a fit of greed.


    Catherine smiled at her maid, picking up on the mood. Like Monique, she wished to savour the moment, the triumph as they watched their guest in her humiliation. After a few more seconds, she spoke.


    ‘Well done, Monique, Jean-Claude. The harlot is subdued. How gratifying that she continues to display her weakness, her addiction to cock. It will make our task easier, though not too easy, I hope; I so enjoy a bit of sport.’


    Abbie continued to slowly fellate Philip, eyes flicking upwards, first to Catherine on her left, then to Jean-Claude on her right, up at his face, then guiltily down towards his cock from time to time, as if unable to help herself.


    ‘Philip!’ Catherine snapped. ‘Withdraw from this wanton strumpet and position yourself on this side of her. We will see what she has to say for herself.’


    With that, the obedient Philip pulled back, and walked to Abbie’s left side so that she was now flanked by males, with Jean-Claude on her right. Catherine moved in front of the bound woman, her smile settling into more of a supremely confident sneer as she looked down at her helpless victim.


    Abbie gazed up at her, rapt like a mouse staring at a hooded cobra, waiting for its inevitable demise. Her mouth was still slightly open, drinking in air now that the cock had been extracted, as if reluctant to accept that it no longer dallied for the enthusiastic attention of her eager tongue.


    Catherine moved nearer to Abbie, on her right, and placed the first two fingers of her right hand into the supplicant’s mouth.


    ‘Do you miss his cock, my dear? Your display this morning has been a disgrace. And I thought you to be such a polite, demure woman when Keith first brought you.’ She laughed. ‘But it is good. I will enjoy subduing you. I had originally planned it for later on in your stay with us, but clearly you are more than ready.’


    She paused, the better for her words to induce a sense of anticipation in her captive.


    Then she withdrew her fingers and turned towards Jean-Claude. She grasped his cock with her left hand and frigged it quickly until it rose. Then, continuing more slowly, she caressed the glans with her right palm. After a few moments of this, she turned to Abbie once more. She brought her palm close to Abbie’s mouth.


    ‘Lick.’


    At this, the hapless blonde seemed to think twice, reluctant to comply with the outrageous command.


    ‘I am sure you would like a taste of his excitement. Avail yourself of it, for your diet is soon to be restricted.’


    With this, the nude dominatrix brought her hand right up to Abbie’s mouth, so that she could not refuse contact without leaning backwards uncomfortably. Monique tried to see whether the Englishwoman responded by trying the hand, but from behind Jean-Claude it was hard to be sure. She sought a clue as to the extent of Abbie’s acceptance of the humiliation as Catherine spoke.


    ‘Ladies and gentlemen.’ Another pause. ‘This slut has offended me and will be punished accordingly. I will tell you more about the nature of her crimes later; suffice to say, she is a sucker of cock as you have seen, but also a devoted licker of the female fanny. Her cool bearing is nothing but a façade disguising a lustful nymphomaniac. For now, we will entertain you with the continuation of her subjugation. Monique…’


    The maid moved closer as Catherine beckoned, then whispered an instruction into her ear. How delicious, Monique thought as she left the poolside area to fetch the item Catherine had mentioned. It would be an excellent, spicy show.


    Abbie watched Monique disappear into the villa. She could only contemplate what would happen next, impaled as she still was upon Keith’s cock. An athletic thrust upwards from her legs straddling the sunbed might be possible, but to what avail? The simple but secure bondage of her arms and hands rendered her almost helpless, a spectator of her own fate.


    Catherine moved in front of her and began to play with her nipples, each in turn. Those sensitive nipples of hers, which made her shiver at the slightest touch. But Catherine’s touch was tender and gossamer soft, just what was needed to translate the shiver of first contact into an overwhelming arousal. Very soon, each small bud stood firm and proud, a miniature replica of one of those lone mesas in the Utah desert, surrounded by the smooth sands of her golden breasts.


    She was unable to hide her excitement, face beginning to contort in pleasure, adding to the evidence of the nipples’ pert readiness. Catherine smiled at her.


    ‘I see you like my attentions. Do you want more? Do say.’


    Abbie was on the spot, the cusp of abdication. She gasped a little, playing for time. The hesitancy in replying was a mistake it seemed, for Catherine’s finger relaxed its soft pressure on her nipple. It remained near to her skin, virtually touching, as though the membrane of air between finger and nipple maintained a tangible reminder of its proximity.


    ‘So you don’t want me to interfere with you? Does your silence indicate a no?’


    ‘No.’ The answer was too quick. ‘No. It doesn’t… Touch… Touch me.’


    She was rewarded with a firmer contact, but it was all too brief.


    ‘Your manners are appalling. So disappointing in a well-bred English woman. No mention of “please”.’


    The cue brought a swift response, almost a reflex action.


    ‘Please.’


    Nothing happened.


    ‘Please, Catherine.’


    ‘Good. It is a start. In future you will be taught how to beg properly and also to treat me with due respect.’


    She did nothing to assuage Abbie’s desire for stimulation, merely staring at her with a thin smile which brought no comfort at all. Abbie began to see the territory unfolding before her. She was to be humiliated in some manner and to a greater degree than she was already. The request for Catherine’s touch had opened a door, which led to a new and unsettling landscape. The undeniable fear which was engendered within her was an amazingly powerful cocktail when combined with her sexual arousal, and she felt her vagina becoming so wet and so wide that Keith’s cock seemed to shrink in comparison. She knew it to be still firm, though, and took some strange comfort from her lover’s unalloyed erection in response to her predicament.


    As if reading her mind, Catherine spoke.


    ‘Do you think your lover will rescue you, girl? Think again.’


    She gestured to Philip and Jean-Claude, and moved behind Abbie. The males closed upon the tethered female and, hooking their arms under hers, one of them at each side, hoisted her to her feet. Abbie drew breath greedily as Keith’s penis was unsheathed. Then she was guided forward over the lounger, legs necessarily apart, her progress ungainly, her hunger for stimulation unabated.


    What had Catherine meant, that Keith would not rescue her? All her fears that he was in thrall to the attractive dominatrix came to the surface and a tear began to form in one of her eyes. It would be too much, to be left without an ally in this perfidious company, too much to bear.


    She jostled her resistance to the grip of her two guards, enough to glance over her shoulder towards Keith. The action was rewarded when Catherine’s voice spoke to the men, who seemed to be her unquestioning servants.


    ‘That’s OK. Turn her. Let her see what has become of her knight in shining armour.’


    As they swivelled her, Abbie was able to see what had happened. Bizarrely, a flood of relief swept through her. Catherine sat astride Keith in a queening position, his head completely muffled in her loins. She looked at Abbie as she leant forward and flicked the cock in front of her. It responded with immediate growth from semi to full erection, like a plant in time-lapse photography raising itself towards the sun.


    ‘He seems to like my touch, my dear. What do you think?’ Catherine beamed at her.


    ‘He has no choice.’


    Catherine laughed uproariously.


    ‘Indeed, chérie, but he is still mine. I have his cock at my command, and thus his body. Much as I can control you by the merest touch of your nipple.’


    The mention of a knight in shining armour struck a chord somewhere deep in Abbie’s psyche, from childhood stories where all seemed lost for the hero and heroine, the low point where they were imprisoned by the villain. Of course, they would spring free somehow and turn the tables so that all would end happily ever after.


    But Abbie had always had reservations about these primitive morality plays, especially if the escape was too contrived, too fortuitous. The moment of capture, particularly if it involved bondage, had always secretly thrilled her, as if knowing the wicked potential harboured in the restriction of movement, even before her sexuality had fully burgeoned.


    Indeed, her current situation seemed to tap in to the feelings she later experienced in early puberty, the strange new feelings of overwhelming desire and need, such that a story where the heroine was bound and gagged in the villain’s lair only made her dwell on the possibilities of ravishment. In fact, the frisson produced by the thought of her, as the heroine, being taken by her captor’s mysterious and potent penis, was considerably more beguiling than the thought of rescue and a subsequent, more virtuous liaison with the saintly white knight.


    Now, with her own white knight helpless in the clutches of the black queen, she tried to move towards him as if to initiate some futile attempt to mitigate his demeaned state. Jean-Claude and Philip tightened their grip on her biceps, ensuring her compliance. Secretly, she welcomed the resistance from their stronger arms, the physical impotence reinforcing the feeling of submission which so thrilled her.


    Catherine’s scornful stare showed a degree of satisfaction as her face creased into a smile.


    ‘Resistance is futile, my dear.’ She spoke in almost a matter of fact tone, the comment remaining just short of the kind of thing a caricature villain might utter. But only just. Nobody in the company saw fit to laugh, though, and thus the feeling persisted that all present were serious participants, absorbed without question in this erotic rite.


    The puppet mistress continued.


    ‘I like to see you struggle. It increases my pleasure. But you will have to accept a further degree of constraint. I can’t have you running off at random, even though you can hardly do much with your arms bound as they are. How does it feel?’


    The last sentence surprised Abbie, who had quickly accustomed herself to the rhetorical rhythm of Catherine’s speech. She responded incongruously, in something of a casual tone, as if present at a meeting of respectable ladies partaking of morning coffee.


    ‘Oh, er, it’s not too uncomfortable, thank you.’


    For a moment, Catherine seemed lost for words, but quickly regained her voice.


    ‘Well. The cool femme Anglaise. I hope your reply is not intended to mock?’


    Abbie felt that a prompt response would be wise.


    ‘Oh no. I was only saying…’


    ‘Enough! I do not intend to indulge in conversation with one who is to be subjugated. We will have to train you in appropriate response and forms of address as a priority.


    ‘Ah. Good. Monique has returned. Attach the device.’


    Catherine stared at Abbie once more, channelling her irritation into her statement.


    ‘Any more verbalisation of an insubordinate tone and you will be gagged. Do I make myself clear?’


    Abbie returned the gaze. Any response short of abject surrender would no doubt provoke the said retribution. She decided to nod her assent, and did so, but at the same time thought how interesting it was that Catherine had become so needled by her first reply.


    Clearly the precise degree of tautness in the bondage was not a topic given much priority hereabouts. Perhaps Catherine had wished for a deeper, self-analytical offering, a clue to her state of mind. She smiled. If that was her game, she would have to wait. Abbie did indeed pride herself on her ability to exercise restraint and self-control in her daily life, English sang froid if you like. She might be trussed like a chicken, her boyfriend helpless under the shameless bare muff of her less than solicitous hostess. But she would resist as long as she could now she knew how to rile her adversary.


    Her reverie was abruptly ended as she felt pressure on her left ankle. She looked down to see Monique attaching a leather cuff to it. The cuff was at the end of a long metal bar. She had been so preoccupied with Catherine, the mental sparring, that she had not glanced in Monique’s direction when her return had been announced.


    Now she realised what the bar was for, and why there was a cuff attached to its far end also. Resolving to resist, she was thwarted by a change in the grip on her arms behind her. Two strong hands held her tight, immobile. It must be Jean-Claude, she thought, and indeed the proof was there as she looked down to see Philip pulling on her right leg. Monique held her left, and steadied the bar to aid her accomplice in his task. Abbie attempted to move her right leg towards her left, but Philip was surprisingly strong, and locked her limb in the crook of his arm, leaving a hand free to manipulate the cuff. As soon as he managed to secure the buckle, her fate was sealed, and she relaxed.


    The cuffs at each end of the bar were designed not to slide, and she was secured with her ankles about a metre apart. The angle of her legs was necessarily lewd, with the vulnerability of her intimate parts complete.


    She stared ahead as she drew a deep breath. She hoped to present a demeanour of defiance, the last resort of a captured prisoner.


    Monique and Philip stood alongside her, no doubt awaiting their instructions. Jean-Claude had released his grip, and she watched him stroll towards Catherine, where he then stopped, looking down at the hapless Keith.


    It was clear that no one except Catherine would break the silence. When she did, it was Monique she addressed.


    ‘Come, Monique. Take over here.’


    The maid turned to smile at Abbie before complying with Catherine’s request. It was a gesture of victory, a way of emphasising her alliance with the woman who now held complete sway over the captive.


    She walked the short distance to Keith’s lounger and positioned herself behind it. Then, as Jean-Claude offered his arm and Catherine used it to lever herself upright and off the supine Keith, Monique moved forward and immediately descended over his face as Catherine had earlier, treating his nose and tongue to a further course of feminine potions to supplement the banquet upon which he had already feasted.


    Catherine approached Abbie, inspecting her. She ran her hand over the captive’s left arse cheek.


    ‘So. You are mine now. Do you care to tell our other guests why I have chosen to make an example of you?’


    Abbie remained resolutely silent. She endeavoured to project a look of haughty indifference.


    The sharp slap delivered to her backside raised the stakes. It was a game in which she held no assets, and her proud defiance was little more than a ridiculous bluff.


    ‘Reply. Or do you wish to have another slap?’


    ‘No. I don’t know why you have picked on me.’ Abbie turned towards Tony, Gloria, and Brenda on the far side of the pool, to find no sympathy. Gloria had returned to her own sunbed. Brenda stood on her right-hand side, hands behind her back. Gloria’s elbow rested on the side of the sunbed, her hand extended upwards. The middle finger toyed with the black-haired triangle of the larger woman, gently stroking as if the soft fur covered the sensitive glands of a pet kitten.


    Tony, still on his own lounger, sat up a little higher now. His cock was in his right hand, which moved slowly up and down, as relaxed and unhurried as Gloria’s finger on his wife’s labia.


    ‘You know very well. Are you going to confess to your misdemeanour?’


    ‘No.’


    Another slap provided a hint.


    ‘No, mistress.’


    It was met with silence.


    ‘Very well.’


    Abbie was surprised by the calmness of Catherine’s response.


    It was to be an occasion where an iron fist was followed by a velvet glove, as Catherine moved in front of her and began to explore with her hand. It moved gradually, inexorably, down her stomach. There was no doubting its ultimate target.


    Without even quite knowing why, Abbie found Catherine’s alternating moods of cruelty and tenderness to be exhilarating. By the time the hand crept down near the mound of Venus, her arousal was assured. With her legs spread so wide, the ingress of the finger into the well-lubricated sanctum was swift and easy.


    She tried to stifle a gasp of pleasure, but her long, slow, savoured exhalation gave her condition away to those within earshot. Catherine, of course, was already fully aware of it.


    ‘You are ready for cock, my dear. Would you like some?’


    Abbie gritted her teeth and shook her head, even as the finger near her clitoris drove her towards unrequited desperation. The gesture prompted a fulsome smile from Catherine.


    ‘I know you would. Just say it. I shall have Philip take you if you wish. Admit your desire.’


    The finger now rubbed the exposed clitoris. All too briefly.


    ‘Say you want it.’


    Abbie yielded to the impulse to nod her assent. She knew Catherine wanted more, a public surrender, yet it proved to be enough to appease her.


    ‘Good. Now walk around the pool and you will be rewarded with a good fucking.’


    The interjection of the Anglo-Saxon expletive shocked Abbie. She looked up, suddenly aware of her predicament as if a gauze curtain had been pulled away.


    How had it come to this? She was like a fly in a web, divested of her history. A naked pawn on a sun-drenched board of blue and white.


    Catherine seemed to take her hesitation as a reluctance to obey, and conveyed a new irritation in her voice as she spoke.


    ‘Abbie, my dear. You will shortly be taken to begin your training. You may go to it in a condition of extreme frustration, which we will ensure continues in your new quarters, or alternatively I will have Philip’s long cock shaft you thoroughly, and I will if necessary frig your clitty at the same time to assure you of a powerful climax. The price of the latter is merely to walk around the pool, one circuit for our amusement. Think carefully. You will have 15 seconds after I stop stimulating you to decide.’


    With this, the finger resumed its gentle ministrations. Catherine looked closely at Abbie’s face, monitoring her level of pleasure, making sure she did not tip her plaything over the edge.


    When she desisted, Abbie was almost beside herself.


    ‘Fifteen seconds, girl. Your action, or lack of it, will provide your answer.’


    With a first ungainly step, the long circumnavigation began. Bound and hobbled, Abbie thought only of the fulfilling cock and her female lover’s finger as she slowly and awkwardly clumped along the poolside, leaving her dignity far, far behind.

  


  
    Chapter Seven – Enslaved


    Monique descended the stairs to the basement level. In her left hand she held a basket containing a bottle of white wine, two glasses, a long section of French loaf, and a small selection of cheeses.


    She chuckled to herself as she neared the door at the bottom. It had been such an enjoyable morning. Surely one could not aspire more closely to paradise than to be a privileged participant in this sunlit pleasure palace. She’d travelled abroad some years earlier, exploring Canada, the USA, Mexico. While fascinating, these societies only emphasised how lucky one was to have grown up as a native of Provence, drenched in sun-blessed fortune, cultured, relaxed, devoid of worry. Insulated from the angst with which most of the world grappled in its efforts to climb the ladder of economic success.


    And here, another dimension still, that of erotic expression, the freedom to explore a domain of fantasy made corporeal. Monique had indulged in the study of a little philosophy in her spare time, yet the sparrings of even the most gifted minds were rendered to mere curiosities, chaff in the wind, compared to the physical pleasures upon which she had been able to feast since knowing Catherine.


    The debauchery of the demure Englishwoman had been wonderful to witness, a kinetic sculpture of erotic beauty endowed with all the passion and unremitting commitment of a work by Cezanne or Van Gogh.


    At the end of the circuit of the pool, she had responded to Catherine’s calm command, bending forward. Philip, behind her, had introduced his long cock as Monique watched, her vantage point on Keith’s lounger giving her the perfect view from the side as, very gradually, slowly, carefully, but irrevocably, it slid into Abbie’s well-primed cunt, her legs wide apart by virtue of the spreader bar. Monique knew that by this time the bar could have been dispensed with. It had fulfilled its function as Abbie had clomped round the pool, robbing her of all pride.


    She had taken the intruding prick with gratitude and lubricated ease, her face expressing the ecstatic relief she felt at its touch. It had been a moment longer before she had responded to Catherine’s command and bowed her upper body further, thereby to fellate the ready phallus of Jean-Claude, who tenderly cupped her head in his hands as she sucked in keen obeisance, as if her cognitive functions needed this interlude to calculate that they were routed, overcome beyond recovery by base desire.


    As Monique had luxuriated in the voyeuristic pleasure provided by the slithering dominance of Philip’s penis entering Abbie’s cunt, she had become aware of the urgent tonguing to which Keith was now treating her. More desperate than considered, its lustful supplication had nevertheless begun to arouse her beyond the point of control as her will to tease and tantalize the male beneath her had started to dissipate.


    Beginning to moan with lust, she had been grateful when Catherine turned and gave a barely perceptible nod. Monique had at once spread her legs as far apart as was comfortable and pressed down with her hind quarters upon the pinioned and increasingly frantic male, and by the time she bent forward and took his cock in her mouth a moment later, his tormented loins gave forth to an almost instantaneous tribute, and her own orgasm was embellished with the receipt of hot and sticky reward.


    Eyes glazed in triumph, she had gazed at Abbie in front, drinking in the spectacle of the hitherto respectable bourgeois shaking and shuddering, possessed by penis at head and tail, having to watch her lover’s come drip from Monique’s languidly open mouth as the trussed harlot surrendered to the orgasm which defined her abject and bestial condition.


    Now it was Monique’s job to feed and water the captive. Like a zookeeper, she thought. How strange.


    She found Abbie near the far end of the room, astride an unusual chaise longue. It had no vertical backrest of the normal kind, just two cushioned arms at the end, separate and parallel to each other, sticking up at either side of the slim couch, presenting two flat surfaces.


    Upon these rested Abbie’s forearms. All that prevented the escape of the naked woman were two leather cuffs around the wrists, integral to the upholstered arms, drawn tightly enough to stop the hand being pulled back through them. The captive had accepted the situation and sat calmly, legs either side of the padded squab. It would have been possible to stand, legs apart, or kneel upon it were she so minded, but the seated position was clearly the most comfortable of her limited options.


    Monique put her basket down on a chair in front of Abbie. She decided not to speak for a moment, instead quietly studying the unclothed, tethered Englishwoman, like a casually interested tourist.


    The silence extended as they stared at each other. Monique was now clothed in a short black shift dress which clung well to her upper body and swung around her strong thighs when she moved. She wore nothing else but a pair of black high-heeled shoes, the clicking of which must have alerted Abbie to her imminent arrival as she sat on her perch.


    The dress and shoes defined the relationship: the empowered and the stripped. Monique began to spread some Boursin cheese on a piece of the loaf.


    ‘This is silly. Can’t I be released for my lunch?’


    Monique let the silence dwell. It was like being the last to blink, the holder of serene unchallenged power.


    She approached Abbie and held the morsel near her lips.


    ‘Eat.’


    Abbie raised her head, a show of haughty indifference.


    ‘Eat.’


    ‘This is ridiculous. I am a guest.’


    Monique paused. Her face was a mask of gravitas, without trace of irony or joviality.


    ‘No, madame. You are to be a slave. You must realise it. The sooner you believe it, the easier things will be.’


    Abbie’s face gradually creased into an expression of amazement. ‘Are you threatening me?’


    ‘Mais non. You must not think like that. Catherine is fond of you, believe me. Yet you will succumb. She knows it.’


    As Abbie took this in, Monique changed her tack. Pouring wine into a glass, she offered it gently to Abbie’s lips. This time the captive accepted the offering, and supped. When she paused, her face softened into a smile as she sighed her pleasure.


    ‘You will eat?’


    ‘Mmm.’


    Monique stroked the back of Abbie’s neck as her lips parted. The repast became a ritual of sensual delight as the guardian attended to the needs of the subordinate.


    Eventually, sated, Abbie murmured her gratitude.


    ‘Thank you.’


    Monique smiled. She was glad the encounter had not been too difficult. Abbie had to be allowed a modicum of self-respect, after all. Yet a full-blown battle of wills would have been unpleasant and counterproductive.


    She studied the woman as she relaxed in a chair, pouring herself a full glass of the Chateau Calisanne and stuffing a crusty bite greedily into her mouth. It was some while before she had munched it enough to permit intelligible speech.


    ‘So.’ Munch. ‘They found it easy to restrain you, no?’ Munch.


    ‘Well, I didn’t really stand much chance against two men, did I?’


    Monique shrugged.


    ‘I suppose no.’ Munch. ‘You were weakened, also.’


    Monique’s laconic tone was rewarded as Abbie’s face reddened.


    ‘You are disgraceful, madame.’


    The respectful form of address was completely at odds with the dynamics of the situation as Monique sprawled out on her easy chair, one leg raised almost enough to reveal her lack of underwear, cheese in one hand, wine in the other. She laughed.


    ‘I see you have run out of words. Did Philip and Jean-Claude fuck you again when they fixed your constraints?’


    Abbie remained contemplative. Her speech, when it came, was a surprise.


    ‘Yes. Jean-Claude shafted me once I was tied. I sucked on Philip’s cock while he did me.’ Another pause. ‘Is that what you wanted to hear?’


    ‘Perhaps it is what you wanted to tell me. Did you enjoy it?’


    The hiatus was long. When broken, it seemed to signify that the speaker had finally come to terms with a hidden truth about herself.


    ‘Oh yes. Yes I enjoyed it.’ Her upper body writhed, very slowly, very sensually. ‘I seem to have become a cock-loving strumpet, Monique.’


    Abbie had time to dwell on her pronouncement, for Monique seemed content to remain in her chair, languid, watching her casually without indulging in chit-chat. It was only after some while that she rose, and Abbie was jerked into the realisation that the encounter might be coming to an end.


    ‘Monique?’


    The girl seemed disinterested, concentrating on putting the provisions back into the wicker basket. Eventually, she responded, turning towards the captive as if it were a mere afterthought.


    ‘Yes?’


    ‘Er…’ Abbie was put on the spot, but there was no way round it. ‘Monique, I need to pee.’


    Monique simply raised her eyebrows and shrugged as she put the basket down. Walking to the far end of the large room, she disappeared from view behind the L-shaped wall where the room became narrower.


    When she came back into view, she was holding a large china chamber pot of the type people used to put under their beds in days of less adequate plumbing. She approached Abbie and set it on the bench behind her.


    ‘Raise yourself.’ The tone was business-like, without a trace of embarrassment.


    Perhaps this just reflected the fact that, physically, Abbie was in no position to operate without help from another. Nevertheless, as she did as she was told and Monique slid the receptacle between her legs, her vestigial dignity was further diminished.


    She was able to settle comfortably on the thick-walled pot after Monique had placed it. Now she waited, on the edge of release, as if normal manners applied even in the face of the immediately preceding actions.


    There would be none of it, for Monique stared at her, seemingly puzzled.


    ‘You wish to… continue?’


    Abbie frowned. ‘Do you have to stare?’


    At this, Monique pouted, conveying some derision for the prudery of the English captive. Wordlessly, she walked behind the seat, and Abbie, though she turned her head, could not see far enough to discern whether her overseer had left the room or not.


    With no alternative, the deed was done, release of tension vying with noisy embarrassment for prominence in Abbie’s consciousness.


    At the end of it, Abbie still had no idea whether the French girl had remained in the room throughout. What was more, she now knew instinctively that it would be pointless to ask. Her sensibilities were being toyed with, and the unsettling aspect of not knowing was, she found, another source of arousal which tapped into her deep-seated need to abdicate free will and abandon herself to the control exerted by another human being over her.


    It was not long before Monique’s voice instructed her to raise herself. Whether it was ten or a hundred seconds, though, Abbie would not have been able to estimate, her sense of time distorted and unreliable within the trance-like passivity of her mind as it mused upon her condition.


    Dimly, she was aware of Monique telling her to remain standing after the pot was drawn away. Then she felt soft paper on her wettened slit, an act which surprised her in its incongruous kindness. But as the dabbing ceased, she was to be surprised again. As her upbringing somehow surfaced, and she spoke the words “thank you” to her minder, she was treated to a resounding slap on the left buttock.


    ‘Do not speak. It is not your place to speak. You must learn this. Spread.’


    It took a moment for Abbie to react to the severe tone.


    ‘Spread!’ A hard, open-handed slap on the right buttock reinforced the message.


    It was only after Abbie had responded quickly to the second command, and began to swoon with pleasure at the touch of Monique’s finger, which now probed her fully presented vagina with impunity, that she realised what resistance she had put up.


    Precisely zero.


    But the recent interludes with Philip and Jean-Claude, and her subsequent incarceration, had left her more sensitised than sated, and she now began to grind her hips as Monique sought her clitty in its hairy lair, bringing it under her spell as the finger danced, teased, and flicked.


    What had Catherine said about showing some fight? She was helpless, and Monique knew it. Abbie abandoned herself completely and began to moan, savouring the pleasure. While she had indeed enjoyed a thoroughly satisfying climax in front of everyone at the pool, topped and tailed by Philip and Jean-Claude, the follow up performance in the basement, when they restrained her, had only triggered a simmering desire when they left her teetering on the edge of fulfilment as they withdrew, seemingly fearful that they had taken too long away from Catherine’s watchful eye.


    Monique’s exploration of her sensitised nerves was about to reach a peak when she slowed and stopped. No! The finger had been withdrawn. She pushed her rump rearward, but the merest of touches at the mouth of her vaginal passage was her scant reward. Beside herself with desire, self-control was, again, a hypothetical concept.


    ‘No! Don’t stop. Fuck me. Finger-fuck me.’


    Monique laughed.


    ‘You are very crude for a respectable English lady. What was it you wanted?’


    ‘God, you cruel bitch. Touch me. Touch me. Touch me or fuck me. Anything. Anything!’ Abbie bowed her head and began to mew in frustration.


    ‘So. I am a bitch? And you expect to receive favours? Huh!’


    ‘I’m sorry.’ Abbie panted now. ‘I’m sorry… mistress. Mistress, please touch me; I beg for your touch upon my open cunt. I long for your fingers. Fill my quim with them. Please, mistress.’


    ‘Well!’ Monique spoke after a pause. ‘So much now the guttermouth. Where did you learn such language? But your subservience is good. Catherine will be pleased. Say it again.’


    ‘What?’ The question timid rather than defiant.


    ‘What you want. Say what you want and we will decide whether to give it to you. And keep calling me mistress, it pleases me.’


    Abbie paused, a small act of rebellion before the vow of obedience.


    ‘Please stimulate me, mistress. I will do what you want in return. I crave a fucking or your hand on my clit, or both. Just frig me and I will agree to be your slave. I will suck your finger in worship if you frig me with it. Please, mistress. Please.’


    Abbie was disgusted with the bleating tone of her last plea. Disgusted yet thrilled. Carried beyond endurance and reduced to a sincere and pathetic display of begging. There was no acting going on.


    Monique picked up on her show of weakness.


    ‘You will kiss my arse?’


    ‘Yes, mistress.’


    ‘You will kiss my shoes?’


    ‘Yes, mistress.’


    ‘You will walk ahead of me and obey my every instruction?’


    ‘Yes, mistress.’


    ‘You will present your arse, hold your cheeks wide, and declare yourself enslaved, in front of the whole company?’


    ‘Yes, mistress.’


    ‘Hmm. Very well.’


    While she waited, Abbie thought about her behaviour. With every “yes” she had uttered, her cunt seemed to grow wetter, and the fevered nerves around her clitoral area more desperate. There may well be no way back from this, she thought. No way back to her comfortable view of herself, no way back to her cosy previous life, that life already in turmoil after David’s actions. Why did he have to come into her thoughts now?


    Then the finger. Blessed relief. Head down between her bound forearms, arse thrust high, she embraced the future, whatever it might bring.


    ‘Thank you, mistress! Thank you! Oh ye-e-e-e-ess.’


    And she sank, to sit astride the seat, still flopped forward, as Monique spoke.


    ‘You are my conquered slave.’


    Abbie could not discern from the tone whether it was a statement or a question. But it did not matter, for she was happy to provide the affirmation.


    ‘I am your conquered slave. I will obey you, mistress.’

  


  
    Chapter Eight – Training


    Monique left her then, after lingering to examine her in her subjugation, looking down impassively at the spent and powerless Englishwoman, like a zoologist observing the reactions of an animal in its cage.


    After her wordless exit, Abbie drifted into reverie. She was relatively comfortable, sitting astride the upholstered bench, able to grasp the raised bars with her hands, while her wrists remained cuffed to them.


    Time began to lose meaning. Was this what Zen Buddhism was like, the mind floating, adrift from daily cares? She had never been much of a one for mysticism, unlike her husband, with his penchant for reading Jung and suchlike, sometimes at the expense of the household chores.


    There he was again, intruding upon her ennui. It was so hard to stop what he had once referred to as “the internal dialogue”. She was beginning to see what he meant by this concept now; a state of transcendence was never achievable while we churned our daily worries over and over in our brains.


    Ironic that David, with his hippy preoccupation with altered states of being, was now the fly in the ointment of her meditation. She’d always been more the breadwinner, the practical one, from their early days when she worked in the bank, and later, going it alone, setting up in business in the hotel.


    But he’d had a knack of amusing her. She remembered defending him against her father’s cynicism and tacit disapproval. Material wealth wasn’t everything, she had said to him, while her innate need for security, she knew, led at least one eye back to the balance sheet. After they married, her father seemed more accepting of David’s non-career-orientated jobs, taxi driving, decorating, and so on. “As long as you are happy.” She realised now that he had seen further, yet was wise enough to know that to continue to voice his concerns would only lead to rancour.


    And David had pulled his weight in the early years. The hotel was quite successful now. What would become of it?


    She would insist on the lion’s share if necessary. She’d put in the money, the most work… It was not a divisible item, that was the trouble. Magda. Bloody Magda. The fly in the ointment.


    She wanted the ointment, the escape. Keith had certainly provided it, hardly in a manner she would have predicted. Her romantic hopes about him were punctured and torn as she thought of him lying there beneath Catherine. There was more to that relationship than he had revealed to her before their trip. She sensed he was in thrall to the self-assured brunette. How weak women like herself could be, pinning their hopes for happiness on a feckless male for whom one willing vagina was not enough if another happened to be offered on a plate.


    And how disloyal to their own sex women were, that this should happen so often…


    Yet she felt relaxed; to a degree unconcerned, despite the recent betrayals. Her acquiescence to Monique had led her over a line, a line beyond which she had no map of the landscape. She had entered a game, certainly, and she knew that despite the irresistible teasing it had, even so, been of her own volition. But it was more than a game. She had lost her freedom, but found a release for her cares. Others would decide her fate in this domain, and this knowledge, perhaps for the first time since childhood, began to give her subconscious mind the space to play. She dreamed of a mature, magnificent forest, and of the mystical tree out of earshot of any human. And then she was that tree, and she began to fall, without a sound…


    The sharp click of the door must have penetrated her consciousness at some level, for when she awoke she sensed the presence of others. For a moment, she wondered where on earth she was, strapped to a bench in an unfamiliar room, but within an instant all was clear as her nemesis Catherine hove into view.


    The statuesque mistress was now every inch the dominatrix, her sleek, dark hair pulled back and secured in a bun high on her head. She wore a black bra in a circle stitch style, practical and firm, fully enclosing her large breasts. It incorporated a band below the cups, a tiny triangle of flesh showing above it where the cups joined each other. Black stockings were held by four strong suspenders from a black leather suspender belt, which was hidden for the most part under a black Lycra pantie girdle. Long black leather high-heeled boots came up over her knees, zipped at the inside of the leg, and also laced at the outer edge to adjust the upper part to accommodate the wearer’s thighs. Abbie found herself admiring their shapeliness, the suggestion of strength and power in the taut flesh, tapering gradually to the top of the boots with the few inches of visible stocking above.


    Catherine’s arms were encased in long nylon gloves, black, extending to halfway up the biceps. Like stockings for the arms, thought Abbie. On her right hand, a large jewelled ring was worn on the second finger, over the glove. In the hand she held a black switch, some three feet long, which ended in a small, rounded paddle about three inches long by one inch wide.


    She placed this end in her left hand and faced Abbie, legs splayed slightly, her expression cold and haughty. She spoke as a headmistress might speak to a pupil guilty of serious misdemeanour, all trace of their previous polite cordiality stripped away. Abbie stared at the mistress’s crotch, the way it bridged the characteristic gap at the top of a female’s legs, so brazenly presented in her stance, so unassailable within its Lycra armour.


    ‘So. Monique tells me that you have submitted fully. I have doubts, I must say. If so, it is rather disappointing in a way; I like to see some degree of resistance in a slave before he or she is broken. No matter, we will test you. Monique, release her bonds.’


    Abbie noticed Monique now, who had been stationed respectfully out of her sight in deference to Catherine’s stage managed presentation. As she moved forward and bent to undo the wrist cuffs, Abbie was afforded a close view of her pretty breasts, exposed above a black waspie corset fashioned in leather that encased her midriff from just under her breasts, down to a little below waist level.


    As she stepped back after unclasping the cuffs, Abbie viewed her minimal attire in more detail. The waspie left her hips unencumbered, and no panties were worn, Abbie finding her gaze inexorably drawn to the vagina, exposed with only its bush of curly brown hair for concealment. The garment was cut higher around the hips, yet the lower front panel was not adorned with suspenders. Instead, Monique wore black hold-up stockings, the tops in a decorative lacy pattern.


    Abbie found the contrast between the black of the small corset and stockings and the bare genitals and hips to be quite alluring. The French girl’s tanned skin was rendered a lighter shade than one might perceive it to be were she naked. She drank in the sight, from the loose tawny hair, to the protruding nipples surrounded by large brown areolas, quickly past the bare fanny as she tried to disguise the magnetic power it exerted over the direction of her glance, and finally down the legs.


    The sturdy limbs were transformed, by the addition of a pair of black court shoes with three-inch stiletto heels, into those of a paragon of erotic beauty. Peasant legs, full of earthy power to wrestle me into submission, yet exquisitely beautiful in the way they taper to the well-defined calves, thought Abbie.


    As she looked down at Monique’s feet in their elegant shoes, allowing herself to dwell on the thought of what it would be like to kneel and kiss the toes in their shiny black casing, she became aware of Catherine’s voice, talking quickly and assertively to Monique in French. The staccato delivery was too rapid for her to decipher much, save that the treatment of the submissive was the topic. Strangely, she basked in the knowledge that she was the submissive they were concerned with, comfortable in the status which had been conferred, almost as though success in an interview had brought the delicious feeling that the daunting hurdle had been overcome, that she could now relax and look forward to a new phase in life.


    Her thoughts were interrupted as Catherine addressed her in English.


    ‘I have instructed Monique to put you through your paces, slave. Are you indeed pledged to her as she tells me, or were your words to her a mere reflex, an empty lie in the pursuit of pleasure at any cost?


    ‘I have some doubts about you, my dear. Do you possess the fortitude and bearing that I might expect of a true slave, or are you a mere hedonist? A true submissive possesses a deep and implacable desire for the taste of the merest morsel of their dominant’s power. The utterance of pleading words alone is not enough.’


    She paused, scrutinising the freed captive, who remained poised with forearms on the raised rests at the sides of the chaise longue.


    ‘We shall see.’ Without turning, Catherine handed her whip to Monique, who stood just behind and to the side of her. ‘Begin. Show me the depth of her devotion.’


    Abbie considered Catherine’s words as she waited for Monique to step forward. The references to fortitude and bearing were intriguing, but the suggestion that she might be merely a pleasure seeker was almost amusing, and certainly bizarre, given the gulf between the perception of her in this villa, and her persona prior to this momentous escape from her previous environment.


    In nearly 20 years of marriage she’d never considered herself to be anything other than a respectable, well-adjusted adult with normal appetites. It was David who exhibited the interest in the lives of libertines, who flirted with alternative philosophies, who occasionally described fantasies involving other sexual participants, threesomes and so on; all of which she laughed off or ignored in a manner pointed enough to put him off such imaginative forays for a while, certainly in the bedroom.


    But now the dam had broken. She had gradually been seduced, initially by Keith’s charm, and lately by the physical magnetism of Jean-Claude, into a world where everyday concerns had faded into a distant background. That had never been possible during her marriage. Too many matters of pedestrian routine and financial survival to attend to. Making up for David’s daydreams, his unachievable and unrealistic escapist fantasies, as she saw them. Yes, it would be fine to spend your life with the single mindedness of Van Gogh, doing what you really wanted… Look what happened to him. His art worth millions, a hundred years after he died in poverty.


    Funny how she now thought of her marriage almost completely in the past tense… The realisation did not alarm her, though. It was almost an acceptance, akin to an out of body experience, watching herself as though she was an alien about to inhabit the host body of this hapless 42-year-old, healthy and fit, marital status irrelevant. She would embrace and enjoy whatever transpired, an explorer in a strange and fascinating dimension…


    ‘Step across from the bench, slave.’


    Monique’s words shook her from her reverie. Moving to her right, she stepped away from the upholstered artefact to which she had been bound, and rose to her full height. Standing with her hands at her sides, she waited.


    ‘Do you feel her response was quick enough?’


    It was Catherine, addressing Monique, who hesitated before replying.


    ‘It was adequate, Madame Catherine.’


    ‘Hmm. It is often wise to administer punishment before a definite disobedience occurs. Do not let her entertain the idea that a transgression will go unheeded.’


    Monique moved behind Abbie and administered a swift slap from the small paddle at the end of the whip to each of her buttocks.


    ‘You were a little slow, slave. You must dance to my tune without delay.’


    ‘Yes, mistress.’ Abbie surprised herself with the speed of her response. She contemplated Monique’s evident status as a mistress in training as they both listened to Catherine’s words.


    ‘Good. A small taste of the tease-whip early in the proceedings does no harm. But, as you proceed, keep her on her toes, so to speak. You have studied psychology, Monique, have you not?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Catherine.’


    ‘What is the best regime for conditioning, do you think?’


    Monique laughed, ready with an answer.


    ‘Random interval reinforcement. Though, in this arena, punishment rather than reward. But meted out without too much predictability.’


    ‘Well done. You are an intelligent girl, I know. But is it really punishment? I believe these slaves crave the tease-whip and long for its sharp caress.’


    Catherine turned to Abbie, and spoke close to her ear.


    ‘What say you, slave?’


    Abbie, nonplussed at the unexpected approach, struggled to find an appropriate response.


    ‘I… I do not crave the whip, madame. But I welcome its touch, should I deserve it.’ She paused. ‘I am ready to obey Madame Monique, and I welcome my status as her willing slave.’


    Catherine smiled a little.


    ‘Your response is good, better than I expected. There is some hope after all. She welcomes the tease-whip, Monique. Use it then, to show her how to respond to you.’


    Monique stepped closer to Abbie and placed the business end of the whip on her right buttock. Her tone when she spoke was one of cold command, bringing home to Abbie the exciting fear engendered by the total abdication of will implied in her words to Catherine.


    ‘You will learn some commands. They are to be obeyed without question. Firstly, open your legs, then lean forward.’


    While Abbie complied with this, Monique continued.


    ‘The commands for this are “spread” and “bend”. Do you understand?’


    ‘Yes, madame.’


    ‘Now reach behind you and pull your arse cheeks wide so that I may inspect and have access to your intimate areas. I particularly wish to inspect your cunt for wetness, so bend well forward. The command for this is “expose”. Do you understand?’


    ‘Yes, madame.’


    ‘I may at some point have you on your back and require you to pull your cunt lips apart with your hands. The command in this case is the same: “expose”.’


    ‘Yes, madame.’


    Abbie sensed Monique approach her more closely, and she stifled a gasp as a finger touched the mouth of her vagina. Immediately, her mistress inserted two fingers to the hilt, and spoke to Catherine in a matter of fact tone.


    ‘She is mine.’


    Abbie saw that Catherine had crossed the room and stationed herself on a conventional chaise longue in a languid pose. She dared to look towards the statuesque beauty in her black underwear, one leg in its stocking, crooked on the chaise longue, the other on the floor. As Catherine smiled at her predicament, Abbie found herself lost in admiration of this dark-haired Amazon, beginning to almost worship her.


    Her thoughts were interrupted as Monique’s fingers withdrew.


    ‘You will now go on all fours, slave. Knees to the floor and prepare to take my weight on your lower back. The command for this is “saddle”. Obey.’


    Although Abbie complied at once, without demur, she was nevertheless treated to a brief acquaintance with her mistress’s tease-whip, three sharp but light taps on each arse cheek, before she felt the brushing of Monique’s legs straddling her, and then the weight of the chunky upper body as the girl settled astride her mount.


    The random nature of Monique’s use of the whip only emphasised the fact that Abbie could exert no influence whatever over the way in which she was treated.


    She was now reduced to the level of a tamed beast as Monique issued her next instruction, accompanied by an adroit use of the whip as she flicked it behind her to contact Abbie’s right buttock.


    ‘I will ride now. Giddy up!’


    Abbie began a measured and slow crawl towards Catherine’s chaise longue, coping with her rider’s entire weight bearing down on her rear end and down through her thighs. Crazily, her mind flashed back to physics lessons at school as she reflected that Monique’s short frame possessed a surprisingly high mass.


    Her slowness produced no chastisement, however, and she was able to glance forward during her progress. Doing so, she noticed Catherine rise from her repose, and walk out of view behind them. The clicking of her booted heels, receding in volume, was evidence of her wordless exit up the stairs.


    Alone with her new mistress, Abbie was commanded to do three circuits of the open area in the middle of the room. Eventually, Monique must have decided that her power in this riding position had been rubbed in enough.


    ‘Whoa!’


    The weight was lifted as Abbie stopped, the pleasure of the break from exertion tempered by the anticipation of the next unknown torment. She quivered a little, and stretched her muscles while remaining on all fours, producing a sensual rippling of her body, as if straining for freedom with her extremities glued to the floor.


    Monique looked down at her for a while, her face inscrutable. Her words, when they came, were surprising.


    ‘You have done well.’


    There was another long pause.


    ‘Spread! Remain in the saddle position.’


    Abbie did as she was told, experiencing the examining finger of her mistress again. Although the physical exercise had distracted her from erotic thoughts to some extent, the exploring digit soon teased her to a fulsome wetness. Abbie was surprised to find herself capable of this degree of lubrication at her time of life, but then, she thought, had she not read somewhere that women reached their sexual peak in early middle age?


    The proof was in the pudding, so to speak, and she found herself craving any intrusion into her sopping vagina as Monique withdrew her finger, leaving her high, yet most definitely not dry.


    ‘I shall allow you respite for a moment. You will receive a command which means you must put your hands behind you, ready to be tied. The other two commands are self-evident.


    ‘Now… Stand! Spread! Cuffs!’


    Abbie rose quickly, putting her hands behind her like an obedient soldier. Too late, she remembered the legs were not to be straight, and shuffled them apart.


    ‘When I say “spread”, slave, I mean you to do it immediately. Bend!’


    Abbie did so, and received six slaps on each arse cheek from the tease-whip. While not vicious, they were enough to induce a rosy glow in the skin, and Abbie found herself enjoying the subsequent tingling sensation as she awaited Monique’s next command.


    ‘You will be displayed upstairs later, slave. I may require you to perform foot worship; for you to go on your back, and to raise your legs above you, holding them back and apart. You are quite a supple lady, I think you will manage this and probably secretly enjoy it like the undoubted slut you have shown yourself to be.


    ‘The commands for these actions will be “feet”, “down” and “fold”. Do you understand?’


    ‘Yes, I think so, mistress.’


    ‘You think so. Thinking is not good enough; you must act, like an autonomic machine programmed to obey. Is there anything you are not clear about? Ask quickly, I do not have time for foolishness.’


    ‘No mistress, I understand. I will do my best… I will obey, mistress, I will obey.’


    Abbie’s slippage into the vagueness of “doing her best” had produced an immediate whipping on her rump, and as she proclaimed her obedience, the combination of stimulation in the erogenous protuberances, along with the declaration of unequivocal submission to her mistress, had her aching for satisfaction.


    ‘Good. We will try you then.’ Monique fairly barked the next command. ‘Feet! Now!’


    Abbie collapsed promptly to her knees, maintaining her posture with legs apart and hands behind her back. Bending forward, she lapped at the shiny toes of the black court shoes, unable to steady herself with her arms, desperate to please her new mistress.


    ‘Good! A show of enthusiasm. Now. Down! Spread and fold.’


    Abbie remembered that the “fold” command required her to hold her legs back. Taking advantage of this, she used her previously “cuffed” arms to support her upper body, and quickly rolled back so that she lay upon the floor, which was covered here by a deep-pile patterned rug. Then she brought her legs up. Hooking her hands under her lower thighs, she proved the accuracy of Monique’s assessment of her suppleness, thankful that she attended the gym periodically. Such a regime, while not obsessive on her part, might at least mitigate any forthcoming aches and pains, for who knew how long Monique intended to keep her in this most humiliating of positions?


    She sensed the mistress move away as, feet in the air, thighs nearly horizontal, and cunt completely and utterly exposed, she waited.


    It was the clicking of Catherine’s heels she heard first. Looking behind her, her eyes looking upwards from her disadvantaged position, she could just see the upper body of anyone who might come through the door. But the first figure was not Catherine, but a male. His chest she could see, and that was naked; but his face was hidden behind a close fitting leather hood-cum-mask. Holes were provided for eyes, nose, and mouth, but otherwise his identity was fully neutered.


    As he walked forward, Catherine followed close behind, still attired in black bra, pantie girdle, stockings, and boots. Abbie’s eyes followed inexorably as the pair moved around her, and finally paused, close enough for her to drink in the whole view.


    The male was completely naked except for his mask and some leather cuffs which secured his hands behind his back, which Abbie had seen as they passed alongside. She had also noticed that he was tethered somehow by a black nylon lead which Catherine held behind him, coming from below his backside.


    It was now clear, as she looked up at his bare prick and balls, that they were encircled by a nylon stocking, tied just tight enough to stimulate him and render him helpless to his handler, who had drawn the stocking’s length under his arse and held it behind him. She now jerked it a little. The male rose on his toes and wriggled.


    ‘What do you think, then, Slave Abigail? Do you recognise my captive?’


    Abbie had to admit that the bare cock, rigid in its improvised harness, was familiar to her. It was obvious, from pure logic, that the man’s body was not that of the muscular Jean-Claude, the brawny and hirsute Tony, or the lanky, long-cocked Philip. So it must be Keith, unless Catherine had obtained another guest– or should that be slave?– from some secret dungeon of hers.


    ‘Speak, slave. I asked you a question.’


    ‘Yes, madame. I recognise him, madame.’


    ‘Good. Your charming and chivalrous boyfriend who has abandoned you to our ministrations. But it is no surprise. I know him of old. He is a weak submissive and no real challenge for me. I merely have to crook my little finger and he eats from my hand. Don’t you, Slave K?’


    ‘Yes, madame.’


    ‘Silence now. Your reply is sufficient. I do not wish to hear any more from you. Dance for your woman as you witness the state she is in.’


    As she jerked the lead, Keith began to wriggle and writhe. Soon he was presenting his arse lewdly, swaying and grinding his hips in a passable imitation of a female lap dancer.


    ‘Enough. Ah, here is Monique. We will show you how far your companion has sunk. She is a wanton lesbian slut, you know. I think we will train her in submission to the dildo. Cocks have their place, but it is important that slaves appreciate that true dominance lies with the female. Watch now. Slave Abigail is ours and we can do as we wish with her.’


    And do it they did, as Abbie saw Monique looming into view above her. She now had on a pair of tight black panties, which incorporated a large, firm phallus sticking out at the front. She had dispensed with the waspie, but the stockings and court shoes remained.


    Stepping over Abbie’s undefended cunt, she pressed the phallic protuberance down so that it engaged with the wet, pink lips. As Abbie continued to hold her legs back, Monique bent her legs slightly. Feeling the dildo slide home easily, she began to move her hips up and down, establishing a steady rhythm.


    Through the haze of pleasure induced by the thorough fucking from her conquering mistress, Abbie heard Catherine’s voice.


    ‘Move nearer to the defeated female, Slave K, and I shall treat you.’


    Abbie saw Keith above her, his reddened cock gripped by Catherine’s gloved hand. She saw the almost instant pulsation as it was stroked with encircling fingers, the white fluid jettisoned above her, some of it catching her legs and torso, most of it overshooting.


    She thought of her relationship with Keith, how strange it had become. They were at least united in their joint demise. She thought of the plunging phallus pushing deep within her, the magnificence of Monique’s muscular legs driving it with her short and relentless squats. She thought how thorough her subjugation, how exquisite her predicament, presented so brazenly for fucking.


    And then thoughts dissolved as she was transported by her mistress into an overwhelming and unstoppable wave of ecstasy.

  


  
    Chapter Nine – Paraded


    Monique smiled as she chatted to Brenda in the kitchen, familiarising her with the utensils and cooking equipment. She was in buoyant mood, enjoying her new status. Her companion, by contrast, seemed wary, subdued, almost deferential.


    As well she might, since Catherine had explained to her that she would be undertaking most of the cooking duties from here on. Monique marvelled at how some of Catherine’s guests were happy, presumably, however reserved their demeanour, to be treated in this way. A skivvy, and paying for the privilege!


    Monique chuckled as she showed Brenda the contents of the cupboards and refrigerator. There was no formula for explaining it, she had concluded. Some people were just like that, needing the licence to be dominated, the complete abdication of their normal responsibilities.


    Brenda was just such a person. Monique had been informed by Catherine that the woman’s position as a senior driving examiner brought her into contact with many who quaked in their boots as their professional standing and even their livelihood depended on Brenda’s opinion of their performance.


    Now the boot was on the other foot, of course. Brenda had entered Catherine’s domain as an acknowledged submissive, with her husband, Tony, free to do more or less as he pleased with whomsoever he wished. Monique was intrigued to know whether such a regime endured during their domestic life for the rest of the year, or whether this holiday was the exception to the rule.


    Perhaps she would ask her later. She could, after all, do as she wished. Brenda might have left her everyday obligations behind, but new ones were about to be heaped upon her. Ironic, really. The philosopher in Monique reflected on the illusory nature of freedom. This plump Englishwoman would dance to her whim, a servant in all respects.


    She watched Brenda as she went about the preparation of the meal. She had been permitted to wear a pinafore of sorts, but it did a poor job of encasing her abundantly fleshy frame, tied as it was by one cord behind her at the waist. Her front from waist to mid-thigh was reasonably shielded from any unmarshalled morsels of food as she chopped them on her wooden board. And the garment, such as it was, did a similar, though less comprehensive, job further up her body. Here a halter-necked strap supported a smaller lace-edged panel, which had little hope of hiding much of Brenda’s large, bountiful breasts.


    So Monique was able to study Brenda’s rear, which was unencumbered by anything except a thin white suspender belt which supported black stockings. The long straps extended to mid-thigh, so that even had the pinafore length taken the form of a skirt, Brenda would have had great difficulty in maintaining polite decorum regarding the exposure of her stocking tops.


    As it was, her bare rump was on view to all who might pass by. Monique relished the situation. She sat in her little black dress, toying with her glass of wine, taking the occasional sip as she gazed at the new cook. Her lips formed a slight sneer as she enjoyed the feeling of command over this willing submissive.


    It was almost too easy, but she was not complaining. Why would she? A more challenging scenario, perhaps, would be to try and subdue an unwilling participant, but where did one find such people? It was a contradiction in terms. Yes, Catherine liked this idea of a feisty resistance, and the triumph of breaking it; but how often did that happen? No, there were enough natural submissives in the world. Why get involved in a battle of wills when one could play with Brenda and her ilk?


    Eventually a point was reached where Brenda had introduced all of the various ingredients into the large pot, where the seasoned concoction now bubbled enticingly. As soon as the accompanying rice had come to the boil and been set to simmer, Monique issued her command.


    ‘Right. Leave that to cook. Follow me to my room.’


    The obedient Brenda did as she was told, and followed Monique into the small room at the end of the corridor. Monique shut the door behind them.


    ‘Kick off your shoes and bend over the side of the bed, knees on the edge.’


    Monique lifted her dress over her head, taking for granted the fact that Brenda would comply.


    She crossed to her bedside drawers, in only her shoes and some skimpy black leather briefs which featured a small slit at the front. From the top drawer she extracted a straight, flesh-coloured dildo, which she now fed down into the front of the briefs. The end of the dildo nearest her body was constructed with a large flange, which the briefs held tight against her pubic region. The business end of the vibrator-like phallus protruded lewdly through the slit, a match for any male hard-on save the most extravagantly endowed.


    She approached Brenda.


    ‘Spread.’


    The knees were obligingly shuffled apart.


    Monique’s finger touched, and lightly teased, the clitoral area. A few moments’ work produced a relaxation in the flesh which hooded the private button, and Brenda gasped as Monique rubbed it gently. Without lingering, though, the finger withdrew and dedicated itself to a cursory inspection of the vagina.


    The further gasp, louder this time. The confirmed wetness. The warm, fulfilling sensation of superiority as she introduced the dildo and built up a rhythm. The slave fucked, the control absolute. The plump arse now owned.


    She continued, grasping the suspenders and the cord of the pinafore as one with her right hand. Her left hand she held aloft like a rodeo rider as she fucked, harder, faster.


    The denouement was quick, as it needed to be, for Monique had no intention of seeing the meal spoilt. Brenda climaxed with a long, mellifluous cry of pleasure and Monique felt the woman’s body sag as if it had turned to jelly when the orgasm coursed through it.


    Before she pulled out, Monique spanked the arse hard, several times with her left hand.


    ‘Do not collapse, tart. You must get back to the kitchen immediately.’


    Brenda’s vagina made a disgraceful sucking noise as the dildo was unceremoniously withdrawn. Monique watched her victim as she staggered to her feet and unsteadily inserted them into the flat black shoes of soft leather which she had been wearing in the kitchen.


    She has had her pleasure, thought Monique, now she must do as she is told. Too bad she couldn’t relax in post-coital bliss, but that was the price of slavery. Physically, Brenda’s pleasure had been intense, whereas for Monique the session was more akin to a workout. But for her the pleasure lay in the domination, the subjugation of another.


    She would see how the evening went. Some source of satisfaction would present itself should she feel the need of it. For now she relaxed in the knowledge that her plaything had been rendered subservient to her masterful dildo, confirmed as a cock-loving trollop whose compliance was virtually assured. Brenda’s lowly status would cement itself in her psyche as she contemplated the ease with which Monique had put her to the cock and ridden her to submission.


    Yes. Monique smiled at the thought. The abnegation of will was a very high price to pay. And she loved the empowered feeling she experienced, as if the other woman’s very soul was hers.


    And yet a forbidden feeling stirred within her, and her senses tingled as she remembered the pervading bliss which had so enraptured Brenda…


    Abbie ascended the steps, slowly and awkwardly. Soon she would be presented to the rest of the assembled company, in particular Tony and Gloria, who would be able to witness her thorough demise and take note of her enslavement. It would be another notch downward in the stripping of her dignity.


    Strangely, she felt no alarm at this. Perhaps she was even anticipating it with equanimity, as if the acceptance of her condition now left her free to enjoy the wicked excitement brought by each nuance of her humiliation as it unfolded.


    Behind her, Catherine occasionally flicked the tease-whip. It contacted her tightly sheathed bottom which was now better protected from its sting. The cost of such armament was, however, high…


    Abbie, after her fucking under Monique’s shiny black cock attachment, had rolled to her side and sprawled, exhausted, like a defeated wrestler. She had been distantly aware of the hapless “Slave K” having his rear end stung by Catherine’s bare hand before being sent for a towel with which to mop his come from the floor. Then she had swooned into semi-consciousness, spent and carefree.


    The hiatus had not lasted long. At this point she had realised that a slave did not enjoy any privileges when it came to recuperation, for Catherine and Monique had dragged her to her feet and addressed her.


    ‘A disgrace.’ This from Catherine.


    ‘Indeed, madame. She took the dildo well. She seems to be an experienced and willing strumpet.’ Monique had laughed.


    ‘Willing, certainly. For the rest, I am not so sure. I was informed that she was a respectable woman of good reputation. It seems to me we have awakened the harlot within her. So be it. Keep her here while I find something suitable to adorn her.’


    As Catherine strode towards the far end of the room and into the large alcove where she was hidden from view, Monique had moved closer to Abbie. Placing her index finger under the submissive’s chin, she had spoken with gleeful triumph, eyes twinkling as she tasted the heady wine of her ascendancy.


    ‘You belong to us now, lady. How do you like it? I loved the feeling of having you under my dildo. Spread and folded. Perfect. Now get down on your knees and kiss my hand.’


    The casual command was a pivotal moment. They had both known it but showed no outward sign. The moment to test the vow of slavery. Obedience, or an attempt to stop the game, provoking what sort of retribution?


    The moment had been short, though, and when Catherine returned she had witnessed the naked English rose on her knees, two of Monique’s fingers in her mouth, as she paid due homage to her dominatrix.


    ‘Good, excellent. She behaves as a slave should. Wait a moment, I have an idea.’


    With that, Catherine put down what she was carrying, on the nearby chaise longue. Abbie had been able to make out in her peripheral vision two black items, leather and latex perhaps, though she could not decipher their exact shape and function. There was also what looked like a pair of sandals, delicate and pretty with thin black straps at the instep and slightly raised heel.


    Catherine had then left through the main door and gone upstairs. The interval until her return had seemed an eternity to Abbie, who continued to suck obediently on the proffered fingers of her mistress, each statuesque second cementing her status as a helpless automaton.


    By the time Catherine re-entered the room, Abbie had so embraced the discipline of her supplication that her neutralised mind barely noticed her return.


    She recalled the click of a camera shutter entering her consciousness. Several more had followed as Catherine circled and snapped her in her unequivocal submission. Shocked, she had momentarily moved back from the authoritarian hand. This too was captured on film, her mouth open like that of a fish, the expression of surprise translated by the undiscerning lens into a picture of a willing trollop preparing to suck the mesmerising dildo of her mistress.


    And suck she would, as the command was issued.


    ‘Have her take your dildo, Mistress Monique. Suck on it, slave!’


    Abbie had already been photographed in flagrante. There was no going back. Catherine’s power over her in the wider world, should she choose to exercise it, was complete. Respectable businesswoman, should the photos be kept secret; naked, dildo-sucking harlot, should they not. She had then provided more evidence for the latter as she enthusiastically swallowed the end of the black appendage.


    She had been allowed to continue this action in silence for some minutes. It served no function in terms of physical arousal, but the fellatio upon the inanimate phallus was a ritual which consolidated Monique’s feeling of power, and Abbie’s feeling of subjugation; and the longer it went on, the more the mental see-saw tipped in the dominant’s favour.


    But it was important to break the spell before either participant began to see it as anything more mundane; the mere act of wrapping lips around a hard rubber moulding. The rationing of the fetish would preserve its fascination, and it was Catherine who had intervened to ensure the deed of worship was engraved as such in their minds.


    ‘Desist now, slave. Rise and present your arms behind you. Instruct her, Monique.’


    ‘Cuff!’ Monique had been quick to resurrect the instilled command. And Abbie, for her part, was quick to obey. The action wrought in her a strange sense of calm, the role enveloping her like a cocoon as she abandoned her will. She smiled inwardly as she waited.


    ‘We may not need to restrain her physically. I feel she may be willing to remain in the position. Can we trust you to do so, slave?’ Catherine had asked.


    ‘Oh yes, madame.’ The answer short, respectful.


    Abbie was not favoured with an immediate response. Rather, Catherine had left the conjecture about the result of any disobedience to linger in her consciousness.


    As she remained effectively fettered by her ripening sense of servility, Catherine and Monique moved around her and began to fit her with the impedimenta of her station. Firstly, Catherine fastened around her neck a leather collar, some three inches in depth. In no way did it constrict her neck; however, its size and design ensured that her chin had to be held horizontally at the least, to avoid discomfort. Abbie had felt almost like a proud and haughty aristocrat, head held high, disdainful of the plebeian hordes– but the conceit dissolved as soon as it formed, as she reflected on her naked state below this posture collar.


    Worse was to follow as Monique bid her to lift one leg, then the other. Some form of knickers had been drawn up over each foot, and she then felt the smoothness of the cold, shiny latex against her skin as they were pulled gradually up. But this was not all. At the point where the garment was level with her upper thighs, she felt an impingement. The forbidden, briefly forgotten thrill; the electric tingle of something touching her vagina.


    Then Monique’s finger had begun to work on her, brooking no resistance as it found its way past the lips and stroked within. Firmly. Not violent yet insistent. Abbie found her legs moving apart, yet constrained by the tight garment about her thighs. The fingers becoming two, and soon three. She had shut her eyes, hypnotized.


    And then it had stopped. She felt the latex knickers being pulled up. A hand brushing her arse as it intruded below. And then the phallus, the thick, long, inbuilt phallus, embedded in the crotch of the black briefs as they were pulled more fully home by Monique in front of her.


    Catherine’s hand, squeezing between the tight briefs and her arse, ensuring that the artificial cock’s tip entered her most private domain, then withdrawing as the stiff penile attachment slid upwards.


    Abbie’s eyes wide as she succumbed. Tight, smooth hot briefs encasing her loins. The penile extension within the crotch fully up inside her, possessing her cunt. Her hands behind her still, willingly.


    Her inhibitions annihilated.


    ‘Follow your mistress.’


    Abbie had obeyed as Monique moved into the far end of the room where it formed an L-shape with the larger ante room. Here, looking through an open door, she could see that the walls which turned the spacious rectangular area into the “L” enclosed a wetroom area, with what looked like a Jacuzzi within.


    Of more arresting interest were the accoutrements and furnishings of the smaller area in which they stood, hitherto hidden by the corner of the wetroom on their right. At the left wall were two cabinets, sturdy and tall, old if not quite antique. Drawers up to waist level gave way to display shelves behind glass doors, and here she saw various leather cuffs, casually and untidily placed, such that their exact purpose was hard to discern, as they lay tangled upon each other. It was clear, however, that all were intended for restraint, and Abbie felt a shiver of excitement as she contemplated the sight, a novice tantalized by the prospect of being subjected to whatever form of bondage her mistress might devise.


    Her gaze had not lingered too long upon the wicked fetters, though, for the space at the end of the large alcove accommodated an array of equipment which made her eyes bulge in astonishment. Large rings were firmly screwed to the wall, from which dangled chains and cuffs. A chain tied to a bracket led upwards to a pulley in the ceiling. And in the corner were wooden stocks, of modern construction, their purpose obvious from the indentations designed for neck and wrists, padded in black leather. The two slats of wood were at shoulder height, although there was provision for their adjustment should it be felt that a captive might be better dealt with in a kneeling posture.


    Abbie’s fantasies of capture by evil adversaries had gone into overdrive. She was Wonder Woman, stripped of her magic girdle and with it her superpowers. Weakened, forced to wear the constraining briefs within which the black dildo of her opponent possessed her cunt, so that with each passing moment her resistance waned further. She was a mere mortal, helpless in thrall to the dark powers of the goddess Catherine. Soon she would be ready to acquiesce to any command, defeated by the dildo which drained her of will…


    The spell was broken as Catherine spoke, unaware perhaps that Abbie was almost ready to fall to her knees in spontaneous worship.


    ‘What do you think, slave? A suitable setting for our slaves to wait while the dominants among us enjoy their bathing, n’est ce pas?


    ‘Take a shower and have her soap you,’ she continued, addressing Monique.


    Abbie sensed Monique, behind her, divesting herself of dildo and stockings. She had waited, eyes ahead, staring at the prepossessing wall of the dungeon. Waiting for a command like the slave she was.


    The command had come from Catherine.


    ‘Go. Soap your mistress. Make sure she caresses your body with due respect, Monique. Demand whatever degree of thoroughness you require. Go, slave.’


    Abbie followed the naked Monique into the wetroom. The dominant turned on the shower at the wall and adjusted it to a luxuriously hot temperature. She rinsed herself all over, and then picked up a bottle of gel. Wordlessly, she handed it to Abbie.


    Awkwardly, in her posture collar, Abbie had begun her homage. The lady now the maid. The former maid her mistress, to be respected and feared. Her devotion thorough as she fulfilled her role, every inch of the strong young body cleansed and adored…


    At length, Monique snapped the shower valve shut. Leaving Abbie standing in the steamy atmosphere, she opened the door of the wetroom and stepped out into the alcove. Finding a towel from a rail there, she proceeded to dry herself, turning to note Abbie’s reaction as she spread her legs in the widest of stances, rubbing her crotch area more than was strictly necessary to achieve dryness.


    She smiled as she subjected her breasts to the same treatment, calling to Abbie.


    ‘Come outside, slave. We have a little treat for you.’


    Abbie did as she was told. There was no suggestion that she would be allowed a towel, and she dared not ask for one. Nevertheless the late summer heat pervaded even in this basement room which lacked much natural light, so Abbie was not uncomfortable as the droplets dried on her skin.


    Outside the door, she could see more. Her attention was immediately arrested by the sight of Keith. He was in the corner, still naked apart from his gimp mask. His arms were above him, wrists shackled by strong leather cuffs. A small chain between the cuffs was pulled upwards by a large hook, which was attached to the pulley above by a chain.


    Abbie glanced at his cock. It showed small signs of life, despite its earlier ejaculation. Catherine had left the improvised but effective ball harness in place, and the long stocking below the half-knot dangled down between his legs.


    Looking the other way, Abbie had been able to see Catherine, who lounged on an easy chair in the main part of the room, placed so that she could view her victim. She smiled at Abbie, that thin, knowing smile that said “I know what you are thinking, I know you would like to prostrate yourself and kiss my booted foot. I know you are contemplating it, the spontaneous act of worship”.


    She stretched the upper leg, crossed casually over the one with the foot on the floor. She moved the foot, played with the suspender on the stockinged thigh. Abbie did indeed long to kneel before her. Would it be seen as weakness if she did, or would the mistress approve of the unbidden proof of servility if she offered it?


    Abbie was indecisive. It seemed a step too far, even in her current lowly condition. It astonished her to think that, three days ago, she would have never considered herself remotely capable of such behaviour, yet now she teetered on the brink between resistance, clinging to a vestige of free will, and outright abandonment, the unremitting and overwhelming desire to wallow in perpetual slavery, a creature existing only to serve the whim of her mistresses.


    The moment passed as Catherine rose to her feet.


    ‘You are to be left a while to contemplate your surrender. Monique, help me cuff the submissive. I do not want these two whores to be able to satisfy their longings with any ease.’


    Without waiting to be told, Abbie placed her arms behind her. She looked at Keith, his eyes framed in the mask. She saw his cock grow, his mind stimulated by her act of obeisance. Her knight in shining armour, captured and stripped, powerless to intervene.


    Soon she was also trussed, her wrists cuffed together and drawn high by a leather strap which attached to the back of her posture collar so that they had to remain halfway up her back.


    ‘Good. You will remain here a while. We are going upstairs to relax. Our guests will be wondering where we are.’ Catherine punctuated her statement with a sharp slap on Abbie’s buttock, and then they were gone, Monique following her boss, still completely naked save for a small towel turbaned over her hair.


    The silence had grown after the clicking of Catherine’s boots upon the stairs had receded.


    Watching Keith with his head bowed, looking down at his half-erect penis, Abbie decided she would be the one to break it.


    ‘So.’ A long pause. ‘How long did you say you had known her?’


    He tilted his head up, perhaps grateful for the chance that conversation might distract him from contemplation of his inescapable bondage.


    ‘A few years now. She has one of my flats in London.’


    ‘You told me. So what exactly does she do there?’


    Keith appeared to need a deep breath before he spoke.


    ‘She entertains men, Abbie. For money.’


    Abbie played the ice maiden, a raised eyebrow the only response. Let him speculate. Let him wonder where he stood with her after this revelation.


    The seconds lengthened into minutes before he spoke again.


    ‘Are you shocked?’


    She laughed.


    ‘Not after what I’ve seen here, Keith. So, are you one of her… participants?’


    He hung his head, then raised it to face the music.


    ‘We started as friends. A business relationship that became very… cordial. Then one day when I was round there she asked if I was curious about what she did. I’m not naïve; I had a good idea what was going on. But she teased me into stripping off. Trying handcuffs on like the clients. For a joke, kind of thing. Well, once she had me like that, she left me standing there. Next thing she’s back in a black latex dominatrix’s outfit. Starts fingering my cock.’


    ‘Which was hard, of course. Like it is now,’ observed Abbie.


    He swallowed.


    ‘I’ve always had a submissive streak, Abbie. Deep down. She knows how to tap in to it.’


    ‘Go on. Tell me more.’


    ‘She worked on my cock, and my balls, till I was begging. That was it, really. I fell under the spell, turned up once a week, and she didn’t pay rent any more.’ After a pause, he essayed a weak joke. ‘Not very business-like, really.’


    Abbie ignored the attempt at humour. The reference to falling under a spell appealed to her sense of fantasy. Catherine as the evil witch.


    ‘So. She has you round her little finger.’ Abbie waited a long moment, before the advantage was pressed. ‘Hasn’t she?’


    He appeared reluctant to admit the obvious fact, as though clinging to the last scintilla of conventionality in their relationship.


    ‘Spit it out, Keith.’ This time it was Abbie’s turn to swallow hard, before delivering the words she would have preferred not to use. ‘You’re her sex slave and she can do anything she wants with you. Admit it to me.’


    ‘OK.’ His response was immediate, much quicker than she’d have liked. ‘She rules me. Happy now? She rules my cock, has my balls on a plate. I’m lost to it, I can’t give it up.


    ‘After you were led away in that leg spreader, she got me in a cock hold in front of everyone and made me admit my weakness. Made me kiss her feet in front of everyone. Then I was tied and paraded like the slut I am.


    ‘It was good to see you at last, down here. They’ve got you too now, haven’t they? Started to show you what it’s like.’


    ‘What do you mean?’ Abbie was more subdued, the brazen spirit hammered by the awareness of Catherine’s unassailable power over her lover.


    ‘I think you know what I mean. The addictive pleasure of abdicating your will. Submitting completely and giving away every shred of your dignity. You like it just as much as I do.’ He laughed. ‘Look at you in your latex panties and posture collar. Your turn to admit it, Abbie.’


    She pouted. There was nothing to say, no denying that he had scored his point.


    But she could yet redress the balance.


    ‘OK, mister self-confessed slut. I’m prepared to admit that I quite like what these panties do to me. But look at you with your arms above your head and your cock twitching. How would you like me to play with it? I bet you’d beg me.’


    ‘But you’re tied as well.’


    ‘Yes, my arms up behind my back. If you think I’m crouching down to get them level with your disobedient prick, you’ve got another think coming.’


    ‘Then what…?’


    ‘I can still suck you.’ She watched his cock rise as she continued. ‘But you’ll have to beg. Slut.’


    ‘If Catherine catches us…’


    ‘You wimp. Do you want it or not?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Yes what?’


    ‘Yes, I beg you.’


    ‘Yes, I beg you…’ The intonation of her voice left the phrase hanging in the air, demanding completion.


    ‘I beg you, Abbie.’


    Not what she wanted to hear.


    ‘You beg, Mistress Abbie. Mistress.’


    ‘But…’


    ‘But Catherine is your mistress, is that what you want to say?’ She stared at him, his anguished expression clear evidence of a mind in torment. Brief pleasure versus future retribution. ‘What is it to be? I won’t wait very long.’


    He took a deep breath.


    ‘Suck me, my mistress. I beg of you.’


    She waited for a moment, so that he could savour the humiliating descent of submission to a fellow slave in bondage. Not too long though, for her eagerness to prostrate herself before any phallus that presented itself impelled her. A moment later, she sank to her knees in front of him, bending forward to seek the warm, pliable flesh.


    Once she had it in her mouth, she adjusted herself to address it comfortably, and sucked upon it, caressing it with her tongue, moving her head forward and back, then relaxing somewhat, enjoying the sensation of being filled in two places, the weak human member twitching helplessly, the firm dildo in her loins stalwart in its power over her, ensuring she did not forget her mistresses.


    And she wanted to stay like this, the cock-loving slattern, and would have done so were it not for the click of Catherine’s boots descending towards them.


    With one last glance up at Keith’s imploring face, she desisted from her task and attempted to regain an upright stance. It was all she could do not to totter and fall, her feet having been placed in the delicate high-heeled sandals by Catherine and Monique before their departure. She had just about achieved it by the time Catherine strode into the room.


    It did not take long for the mistress to reach her, long strides of her booted legs carrying her across the room. She studied Abbie’s face for a moment, then cast a disdainful glance at Keith’s cock, still engorged.


    ‘Have you been stimulating him?’


    ‘No, madame.’


    ‘Open your mouth.’


    Abbie responded to the command, and was instantly treated to a kiss from her mistress, who grasped her slave’s hair near the nape, compelling acquiescence as her tongue intruded and explored at will.


    The boldness and sensuality of the lesbian act excited Abbie, and she was simmering with brazen desire when Catherine withdrew the favour.


    ‘You taste of cock. Trollop! No matter, you will pay handsomely for your lie. My guests require entertainment. Go before me, to the door. Now!’


    As she spoke, she reached for a tease-whip from the cabinet.


    And so it was that Abbie had found herself moving across the room and up the stairs. One would hesitate to call the motion walking, for the firm phallus within her dictated a waddling gait, ruining the posture-enhancing attributes of the sandals and high collar.


    She was encouraged in her awkward progress by the thwack of the tease-whip upon her tightly encased bottom, sheathed in the controlling latex.


    Finally, she gained the landing at the top of the stairs. She was instructed to proceed into the lounge. Here, she looked around as best she could in the restricting collar.


    ‘Bon soir, my fellow dominants,’ Catherine said. ‘I am pleased to present Slave Abbie, who will provide our visual entertainment for the evening. Show them how your pantie girdle affects your movement, slave. Walk.’


    Abbie promenaded or, rather, waddled like a duck across the room. When she turned, she saw that Catherine had been addressing Gloria and Tony, who sat side by side on the couch. Tony was naked apart from a white towelling robe, which hung open, allowing him to cradle his large cock in his hand. Gloria wore nothing but a small black suspender belt and sheer black nylons. Abbie caught a glimpse of the seam at the rear, under the darker black stocking tops. She found herself admiring the woman’s naked breasts, smallish like her own, but alluring with their prominent and raised nipples.


    But the really arresting sight in the tableau was Philip, who knelt to the side of Gloria, on all fours on the floor. He too was clad in black stockings. They were pulled by a shiny white latex suspender belt, deep-waisted, which featured four suspenders on each leg, eight in total. He had been allowed black court shoes to complete his attire. Abbie surmised that he must have brought them with him to the villa, for surely Catherine did not keep a selection of such footwear to suit the larger feet of a male. Did she?


    As Philip glanced towards her, Gloria leant forward and slapped her husband’s rump.


    ‘Eyes down, slave.’


    The command was instantly and silently obeyed.


    ‘I see you are impressed.’ Catherine addressed Abbie. ‘Mistress Gloria rules her submissive husband thoroughly at all times. Something to be admired. You, in your debilitating panties, are a long way short of such prowess. She is too fond of cock, Gloria. A prick addict.’


    Gloria laughed. ‘We all like a bit of cock now and then. It has to be on our terms though.’


    ‘Quite. Madame Gloria has spent the afternoon riding her slave around the area. From time to time, she has had him pause, so that Master Tony may come behind her and satisfy her fanny, which she presents to him while remaining above her submissive male. Thus the pansy is further robbed of dignity, knowing his wife is taking another man’s cock above him.’


    Catherine turned from Abbie to Gloria.


    ‘Do you allow the slave to provide cock in this way at home, or have his privileges in fucking from behind receded into the distant past, when he perhaps thought marriage was a more equal affair?’


    Gloria chuckled again. ‘Well. Occasionally. At my whim and under strict instruction not to enjoy himself too much.’ She smiled. ‘It is a good position in which to fully enjoy his dick. However, the rationing keeps him keen and he knows his place. Any spunking and he won’t get it again for months. I’ll get one of my lovers to provide it like that if I need it. Preferably in front of him.


    ‘I get him to dress like a tart and let the other man in. Make him beg for the other male to come in the house quickly, standing in the doorway in his female undies, praying nobody passes by and sees him in that vulnerable moment.’


    Catherine smiled, eyes closed, like a wine taster savouring a rare vintage. ‘Delicious. A wonderful touch.


    ‘Now,’ she continued, ‘we must see what the female slave has to offer. Slave, we wish to see you disport yourself before us. Master Tony, especially, would like you to dance for him.’


    With that, she approached Abbie and undid the bonds behind her. Abbie’s gratitude for the release of the tension was less pleasurable than it might have been, for she was still digesting Catherine’s last statement. The description of her as “the female slave”, not even using her name, and the casual remark that she was to dance, her compliance taken for granted.


    Catherine crossed to the CD player and pressed some buttons. There was no more time to reflect. A beat started to fill the room, irresistible. Donna Summer. Bad Girls.


    Conscious of Catherine crossing the room to pick up her tease-whip, Abbie began to move. Firstly, her newly freed arms stretched, and then found her nipples. Almost instantly, the stimulation stoked her masturbatory lust, and she began to writhe and prance. Moving in front of Tony, she treated him to the lewdest of shows, finishing by thrusting her latex-clad arse towards him, leaning forward the better to present it, hands on hips, completely abandoned, as the music faded.


    Catherine quickly changed the CD as Abbie remained near Tony, slowly wiggling her rear as he feasted his eyes and fondled his upright penis. The percussive pulse of Outkast’s Hey Ya filled her senses; she was compelled, like a primitive tribeswoman drugged by the witchdoctor, to shake and strut, rubbing her arms over her sides, her tits, her upper legs, possessed. By the time the track ended, her body glowed with perspiration, the compulsive exertion leaving her nearly spent.


    ‘Good.’ The silence which accompanied Catherine’s voice was a blessed relief. Abbie waited, deprived of will, hoping for respite. ‘Now, you will ride the shemale to the kitchen, where you will be under the instruction of Madame Monique. Mount.’


    The command was punctuated by the tease-whip’s lash on her bottom. She spread her legs, moving awkwardly forward astride the emasculated Philip. As she settled upon his rear quarters, the pressure of gravity pushed the priapic intrusion upwards within her, and her eyes shut briefly as she experienced the burgeoning lust of one who lived only in the instant, a pleasure-seeking beast with no conception of the cares, plans, and machinations that are characteristic of everyday human life.


    Then she had to steady herself as the lowly creature beneath her began to move, grasping the suspender belt and crooking her legs so that he bore her full weight. The strange feeling of dominance entranced her, and she grew to enjoy her power over the saddled transvestite as he moved along the corridor.


    It was to be all too brief, as they entered the kitchen and Monique told them to stand, and wait in a corner, hands behind their backs.

  


  
    Chapter Ten – Life under the Thumb


    It was soon clear, had Abbie entertained any thoughts to the contrary, that there was to be no “stepping out of role” in this establishment. Obedience was expected of them in more than a circumscribed sexual arena.


    They watched the barely clad Brenda ladle the meal into dishes, and then they were enrolled as waitresses, carrying hot dishes on trays, wine, bread, and cutlery into the lounge. Here Gloria had donned a robe, and Catherine a silk kimono, so they were relatively respectably clad for their meal. Jean-Claude had joined them, and sprawled in jeans and T-shirt, watching as Abbie and Philip moved about their duties, while Catherine chatted about tourist routes to Gloria and Tony, as if the servants were paid staff, to be largely ignored. Not semi-naked submissives stripped of willpower as well as clothes.


    Surely, Abbie reasoned, they should protest. The behaviour here was a long way short of civilised. Brenda and Philip were conquered, quiescent and unquestioning. Keith a helpless prisoner still, in the basement. And she had begun to fear Catherine. Not through a dread of harm, for she knew deep down that she stood in safe hands. It was more like an all-pervading respect for the power she might bring to bear in retribution should Abbie step out of line. But she would not transgress, for the subtle force of Catherine’s psychological hold over her had grown, and she was frozen like a rabbit in the glare of headlights, hypnotized and paralysed.


    Only after Abbie and Philip had served the dominant members of the household were they were allowed to eat, in the kitchen. Monique divested Abbie of her posture collar, and then took the last portion downstairs to the hapless Keith. They were then left alone as the former maid joined the company in the lounge.


    Their enjoyment of their rations lasted only until Monique returned, bidding them to clear up in the lounge. Apart, that was, from any wine glasses, as the merriment amongst the upper classes was fuelled by ample intake from further bottles of the local vineyard’s produce.


    As servants, Abbie, Philip, and Brenda were restricted to water with their meal. None of them had the temerity to open a bottle of wine, even when they were alone in the kitchen.


    Eventually, clearing away and washing up completed, they were bid to go to the lounge by Monique. Here, Catherine casually issued their instructions for the final phase of the evening.


    Philip and Brenda were to place themselves before their respective spouses, on all fours, acting as human footstools. Abbie was somewhat luckier, being allowed to drink a glass of wine while she awaited her orders. She quaffed it self-consciously, standing with four pairs of eyes upon her. The forfeit, when it came, was perhaps no surprise. She was glad of the Dutch courage in the alcohol as Catherine told her to dance again.


    Dance she did, slowly, sensuously, running her hands down the latex which girdled her, desperate for her loins to be freed. How she longed for the independent rhythm of a real cock to probe her, rather than the degrading rubber which nestled snugly in her most intimate space, compelling and accentuating her wide-legged hip grind as she rotated her pelvis, lost in sordid desire to display herself as a sexually voracious guttersnipe, a wanton slut of the lowest order from whom all inhibition had been swept.


    Whether her display was some sort of test, she did not know, but it was to gain a measure of approval from her mistress. As she stood in front of Catherine, hips swaying, hands rubbing and teasing her own hard nipples, the Frenchwoman addressed her.


    ‘Very good, my dear. What a convincing slut you are. You may rest. Kneel in front of Jean-Claude.’


    As she sunk to the required position, Abbie continued to masturbate her nipples, finding it impossible to renounce the addictive stimulation. Catherine was quick to recognise her condition, and smiled like the cat with the cream as she exploited it.


    ‘Stop playing with yourself, slut. Hands on the floor in front of you, and lean forward near your master.’


    Abbie reluctantly obeyed, seething desire now raging within her. She found herself between Jean-Claude’s carelessly splayed legs, on her front paws like a bitch, her head in close proximity to his crotch.


    His jeans had evidently escaped the wash basket for a week or three, and the pheromone-rich odour which they harboured disgusted her civilized brain, yet excited her baser senses. As if sensing this, Jean-Claude placed his hand on the nape of her neck and drew her the final few inches to his prick, firm under the denim.


    She drew the scent deeply into her nostrils, unabashed. She remained transfixed, a bitch devoted to her master, asking no more from life than this apotheosis.


    ‘You will spend the night with Master Jean-Claude in my quarters. You are to remain in your penile girdle apart from bathroom visits. I will be enjoying the company of your male, in your room.’


    Catherine paused to let her instructions sink in. Abbie was less than fully attentive, swooning in the rich, musky scent which possessed her senses. Nevertheless she appreciated the skill with which Catherine sealed her psychological demise as she continued.


    ‘I will enjoy the attentions of your male fully, tonight. He will dance upon my every whim. By tomorrow he will be completely in thrall to me, and we will continue on a mistress and servant basis for the rest of your time here.


    ‘You will obey Jean-Claude tonight and also spend your stay with us in servitude, as befits the cock-loving lickspittle you are.


    ‘Go now, with your master. Scurry behind him like a servile bitch, on your hands and knees.’


    And so she did, feeling the eyes of Tony and Gloria, as well as her mistresses Catherine and Monique, drinking in the sight of her bestial exhibition as she strained to keep up with Jean-Claude’s muscular arse in its tight denim, striding out of the room.


    They would go to Catherine’s “quarters.” How she liked the resonance of the word, its connotations of rigid class structure, of unbreakable feudal bonds. No more was she an equal guest, speaking of “her room.” She had no room, or rights, now; all the living space here was ruled by the mistress. “Quarters” of various categories, in which she would be debased in whatever manner befitted. Kitchen maid, waitress, enslaved submissive tethered in the cellar. Whatever Catherine wanted.


    And now she had been quickly and expertly brought even lower, below even a human level. Overwhelmed by adoration, staring up at the pack’s dominant male, the bitch scampered behind her master.


    ***


    In Catherine’s room, she waited, still on hands and knees, gazing at Jean-Claude as he moved around the room. He settled on the bed, leaning on the pillows, and looked across at her. She had dared only to go as far as the foot of the bed, feeling the invisible power of her mistress permeate the room, inhibiting her.


    Nevertheless, she decided to chance her arm and plead with Jean-Claude. What more was there to lose? She would use her total lack of shame as a lever to prise the one concession she craved.


    ‘May I speak, master?’


    ‘Go ahead.’


    ‘Please, master, may I take off my pantie girdle?’


    ‘You know what she said.’


    She broke the spell and rose, placing herself near him, kneeling at the side of the bed, her head level with his crotch. Looking into his eyes, she spoke, attempting a seductive tone, hoping the desperation she felt did not betray her voice in its entreaty.


    ‘Jean-Claude. Darling. I will do anything. Let me strip and I will be yours all night. Please. Anything you want.’


    ‘Enough.’


    His tone was sharper than she had hoped for. She had not seen this side of him. Her impression of him as a fairly easy-going type, happy to let Catherine call the shots, was about to be tested.


    ‘You must not speak like this. It is master or nothing. Do you understand?’


    ‘Yes, master. Yes, master.’


    Too quick. Too weak. She marvelled at the success of her conditioning even as she felt her self-esteem ebb away.


    ‘That is better. Now, do you need to go to the bathroom before we retire?’


    ‘Yes, please, master.’


    ‘Go then. Step out of your sandals. When you return, you may remain naked. Leave the pantie girdle in there.’


    ‘Oh thank you, master.’


    ‘Silence!’


    The very air around her seemed heavy, cloying. The pause was allowed to continue.


    ‘Good. You will remain naked all night in my bed. Say nothing of it to your mistress. And do not speak unless I require you to speak. Understand?’


    She nodded. Thorough obedience was a small price to pay for relief from the debilitating protuberance within her.


    ‘And you are right, my dear. You will do anything I want tonight. Now go.’


    When she returned from the bathroom, relaxed in her blessed nudity, it was to find Jean-Claude also naked. He leant on the pillows as before, his erect cock in hand.


    ‘Go over to the chair in the corner. Kneel on it, facing the back. Your legs as wide as they will go. Remain there until I return.’


    Doing as she was told, she waited, alone in the room while Jean-Claude used the bathroom. She revelled in the exquisite torment, waiting until he deigned to use her. She thought of her vulva, open, exposed to the master’s gaze. Never in all her years of marriage had she felt so wanton, so free of constraint, so purely a sensual beast, impelled by tactile impulse alone, towards whatever pleasure presented itself within her narrowly focused universe.


    When he came through, she was made to wait again. She felt his watching eyes upon her as she heard him settle on the bed. She visualised his cock in his hand as she waited, motionless like a pornographic model. She knew he was looking, drinking in the sight of her. As seconds or minutes ticked by, she became more and more the patient acolyte, transfixed by the gaze, immobilised by the obsessive need for fulfilment.


    When she heard him rise and move towards her, the torrent of adrenaline within was almost overwhelming, and she began to shake and tremble. Exhaling audibly, she started to pant rapidly as she sensed his nearness. When the finger touched, she was propelled into nirvana, singing to him of her gratitude in a long and clear note which slowly ebbed as her mind was flooded with the sensations transmitted from her clitoris. Then her breath became a quiet drone, her consciousness entirely focused on the finger which ruled her.


    When it stopped, she summoned every vestige of willpower from deep within, trying not to scream her frustration. But as she opened her mouth to transmit the evidence of her complete abasement and desperate surrender, she was spared, and the plea became a loud and guttural grunt of satisfaction as the thick penis took her.


    She felt the glans push into her, and the brief interval of intense need before the rest of the shaft followed was mercifully short. Then her wetness assisted him, and he was home. He the cock, he the penis, he the conqueror.


    He fucked her at will, slow, then faster, slowing again to a tempo of staccato, thumping strokes. She placed one hand beneath her and frigged her clitoris as he wrapped his hands under her belly and began the urgent shafting which would bring his climax. She was lost in the throes of unstoppable orgasm when she felt him achieve his relief, and it was not until the waves had subsided that she was able to totter unsteadily to the bed and collapse beside him.


    In the depths of the night, they stirred from stupor, and one touch of his exploratory hand was enough. Within moments they were grasping each other, like proper lovers now, unritualised, hungry in their mutual need.


    Then Jean-Claude rose and knelt at the side of her, probing her soft folds under the small lawn of golden pubic hair as she lay back and let the pleasure soak her.


    Reaching behind him, her hand sought and found the balls hanging between the legs. Her diligence in seeking to stimulate him was instantly rewarded as he gave vent to a stifled scream of joy. Closing his eyes, he became entranced, murmuring and gasping as her fingers tapped and tickled. For a moment they were like two titans wrapped in a subtly fought manoeuvre for ascendancy, each finding the other’s most vulnerable point, concerned only to press home the advantage of bliss.


    Jean-Claude began to weaken, his rubbing of her clitoris becoming less insistent until it tailed off entirely. Now she had him tamed, lying below this colossus, controlling him with the slightest of touches from the end of her fingernail.


    But as she paused in her teasing, allowing the gap between her rationed brushes along his sensitised sac to draw out a little too long, she was undone, for in one of these pauses he was able to gather himself, and as she saw his eyes open and his head begin to plunge towards her groin, she knew that she had let victory slip away.


    Sure enough, the tongue beginning its work, initially at the clitoris before alternating to the vaginal entrance and back again, was enough to send her into paroxysms of ecstasy, and by the time he had finished, she was a soft toy drained of will and power, helpless as he turned her onto her side.


    Straddling her lower leg, with her other leg splayed across the bed at right angles to it, he was able to push up inside her with ease, and she was subjected to a thorough fucking until he waned in strength and withdrew. For a moment, she was untouched, after he pulled her leg over so that she was once more on her back. Then the delicious surprise of him easing forward and, using his erect cock in hand, beating the head upon the top of her wide folds near the clitoris, slapping her so insistently, was enough to bring her to the edge of oblivion. When he went lower, tongue now the only point of contact, his body down near the foot of the bed, she was finished in seconds, grasping the top of his head as she writhed in fulfilment, before breaking away and rolling breathlessly onto her side.


    She slept so profoundly and dreamlessly she hardly knew where she was when consciousness returned.


    It took some time before she deciphered the voice in the background, which had presumably caused her to stir. When recognition dawned, she felt a frisson of slight fear, and disappointment.


    It was Catherine, her nemesis, speaking in French to Jean-Claude, heralding a day of who knew what? She caught something about allowing the woman to strip despite her instructions. ‘Quelle surprise.’ The resigned tone was seemingly indicative that Catherine had never expected Jean-Claude to leave Abbie in the grossly indecent pantie girdle all night.


    She translated Catherine asking Jean-Claude if she was awake, and wondered whether to feign continuing sleep, the better to postpone the moment when she would have to face up to a day of subservience. The decision was made for her as the mistress came to the bed and placed her hand on Abbie’s head.


    ‘Are you awake?’


    Abbie gave up the pretence, allowing her eyelids to flicker and open.


    ‘You have disobeyed, petite. I knew you would, of course. No matter. Clean yourself and present yourself for breakfast. You will pay the forfeit for your disobedience later. I will set out some garments for you while you are showering.’


    The contrast between the relatively benign tone of Catherine’s voice and the quietly uttered promise of retribution set Abbie’s pulse racing. How clever she was, tantalizing her victim, using the promise of unexplained torment to set the submissive on edge, nervous yet secretly excited at the prospect, and all the time a pawn in the dominant’s game, bewitched.


    In the shower, her mind drifted to more normal holiday pastimes. Sightseeing, chatting to her boyfriend about trivia. Something other than spending the day as a sex slave.


    But she had spent the night with Catherine’s man, and allowed him to fornicate as he wished. The woman would hardly let her off the hook now. Driving north with Keith seemed a distant prospect, and one which offered no compass to guide her imagination toward any feasible scenario. How could their relationship ever return to what it was? He was in thrall to Catherine. And Abbie could not forget the orgasms she had experienced with Jean-Claude, the most powerful of her life.


    There was no resolving it. She luxuriated in the steamy jets, embracing the sensuality of the immediate moment. Knowing she had no navigable future, she resigned herself to whatever lay ahead.


    She took a long while after her shower, drying herself thoroughly, so that when she stepped out of the bathroom, she would be able to respond to her mistress at once. The days of resting on the side of the bed, drying one’s hair, taking time to ready oneself to meet the day, were over for her.


    Instead, she looked forward to a new and paradoxical freedom, that of complete abdication of will. Putting her towel over the rail, she stepped into her mistress’s chamber, ready in her nakedness.


    Catherine was sitting in the large easy chair at the side of the bedroom, still in the silk robe which she had been wearing when Abbie first opened her eyes. She had on only a pair of high-heeled dark blue court shoes, adding an incongruous touch of glamour to her bare legs, drawing the eye to the elegant musculature of the calves, one crossed over the other.


    The spider turned its gaze towards the fly.


    ‘Are you ready?’


    ‘Yes, madame.’


    ‘Good. I should hate to think otherwise. I’m sure we could reinforce your training with a little persuasion if necessary, but it would be nice not to have to devote too much time to a session in the basement, on such a lovely day. Put those on and report to Monique in the kitchen. You will attend to your master, and our more dominant guests, as they require. I will see you later and we will contemplate the punishment for your misbehaviour during the night.’


    ‘Yes, madame.’


    Catherine swept from the room without a backward glance. Abbie looked towards the chair at which she had gestured. There was little to see. “Those” were hardly what one would term garments in the normal sense, implying coverage and practicality. All that was evident were two black stockings, silky and seamed, draped over the chair back, along with some sort of white elastic straps. Her black high-heeled sandals lay just under the chair at the front. And that was it.


    On closer inspection, the white elastic affair turned out to be a suspender belt, designed solely for the purpose of supporting stockings and without the slightest vestige of superfluous or peripheral decoration. The elastic was a good two inches wide, joined at the ends by a substantial hook and eye fastening, and incorporating a sliding metal loop which tightened the belt by drawing the overlapping section further along.


    She hooked this around her and tightened it. From here it was easier to figure out how the suspenders themselves worked. Each dangled from a large button on the belt, slotted over the buttons by metal eyelet hooks which narrowed to trap them as the buttons slotted home within the narrower top loop. They were of the same material, plain elastic, two inches wide. The stocking clips and the adjusters on the straps were also of shiny metal; no flimsy plastic had been contemplated by this designer.


    Abbie envisioned him, serious and bespectacled, in some grey government office, specifying and ordering thousands of these utilitarian devices, ready to equip a battalion of tight-lipped militiawomen in the days before tights had been invented.


    Nobody in their right mind would wear such a thing these days, she thought. Yet, as she drew the stockings on and pulled the straps tight so that their tops strained upwards in an inverted vee at the acme created by the suspender clips, the sturdiness of the fastenings gave her a weird reassurance. If this was to be the extent of her uniform, she would wear it boldly.


    She placed her feet in the sandals and stood in front of the mirror, turning to make some final adjustments. The days before tights, indeed. Tights, the emancipators of women, the releasing garments which for ever freed them from the shackles of hooks, eyes, clasps, and the subtle tyranny of the indecent exposed flesh at the top of the legs.


    And here she was at the other end of the scale, twisting awkwardly as she ensured that one of the rear suspenders was properly fixed around the stocking, staring at her pose in the mirror. Woman. Constrained. Conspiring to tighten the instruments and symbols of her bondage. Her body the property of those who wished to command it.


    Excited by the feeling of the tight straps framing her totally bare buttocks, she walked out. The heels of the sandals dictated her gait, and with her arse jutting and her hips swaying, she entered the kitchen with a sashaying swagger most unbefitting of a cowed and virtually naked slave.


    Of course, the wind was soon taken out of her sails.


    In the room were Jean-Claude, seated at the table with his breakfast, Monique, standing nearby with her hands on her hips, and Brenda. Jean-Claude was in T-shirt and shorts, Monique in a short green shift dress, barelegged. This made Brenda the odd one out, for she was denied the privilege of outerwear. She stood at the sink washing dishes, her sizeable rump on display, framed by a white suspender belt in deep arched style supporting seamed stockings like Abbie’s. The belt was more substantial in its material than the one Abbie wore, being three or four inches from top to bottom, even at its narrowest part near the small of her back. However, its decorative filigree edging set it apart from Abbie’s uncompromisingly austere equivalent, a concession to femininity adorning the practicality of its thick material which clasped and moulded Brenda’s soft and yielding curves of flesh.


    Abbie noticed her shoes, black leather, plain court style other than the incorporation of a thin strap across the instep. The heels were not outrageous, yet rose a couple of inches, ensuring the calves and buttocks maintained a little tension, the better to display themselves. The heels, like those on Abbie’s sandals, had a reasonable width. Less risk of cockling an ankle in their duties.


    ‘So. A bit of an attitude, have we?’ Monique’s voice interrupted her thoughts. ‘We will see to that. Come here.’


    Abbie moved towards the former maid, passing behind Brenda at the sink. She glanced towards Jean-Claude, who, although he returned her look, remained impassive, even, she thought, rather disapproving and disdainful if anything. Their night of passion was nullified in the bright light of this new day. The rejection, along with her ever growing perception of herself as a captured servant, somehow set all her senses on edge, buzzing with nervous anticipation, as she stopped next to Monique.


    ‘Bend at the waist, slut. Spread for examination.’


    Taking a deep breath, Abbie complied. She placed her hands on her hips, a last gesture of insouciance prior to her impending humiliation.


    When Monique started to finger her labia, the evidence of her arousal was soon revealed. It was only moments before her cunt was penetrated, and little longer before the torment was stoked by the withdrawal of the two digits which had found their way within.


    Abbie gasped and began a low moan. Moving her hands behind her buttocks, she pulled at her cheeks, the better to present Jean-Claude with a clear view of her wide and gaping vagina.


    Monique laughed.


    ‘You are a horny bitch. No shame whatsoever. Not quite so cocky now, are you? Wait with your hands like that; I have something for you.’


    Abbie saw, from the corner of her eye, Monique move to the vegetable rack. When she turned, she had in her hand a long courgette. Abbie heard the sound of running water as her mistress rinsed it under the tap behind her. The seconds that followed were timeless, punctuated only by the occasional drip from the closed tap, ringing in her consciousness like a loud drum calling her to a primeval ceremony.


    And then it was in, gradually filling her. She sighed her relief.


    ‘Say thank you.’


    ‘Thank you, madame.’


    Then the fucking began, the penis substitute being pumped rhythmically without pause. Abbie’s arms dropped forward, limp, as she closed her eyes in trance, her universe extending no further than the embracing cunt, moulding itself around whatever convenient phallus the world might currently offer.


    When Monique reached under her midriff and located her clitoris with her free hand, it provoked a cry of such blissful longing that the mistress knew the moment of triumph was hers for the taking.


    She toyed with her prey, slowing the frigging, easing the finger.


    ‘You want it? More?’


    ‘Yes, yes, please. Please, mistress!’


    The tone was desperately needy. Monique gloried in the pleading, the manipulation of another’s mind and body. It was like being at Roland Garros, playing for championship point, standing calmly in the centre of the court, intercepting the exhausted opponent’s last gasp returns, sending her scurrying from one side of the court to the other, until finally the coup de grace, the weak return which bounced invitingly for the easy smash, the audience roaring in admiration as it sailed into the crowd, unreachable.


    The defeated challenger sinking to her knees, Monique raising her hands like a gladiator; not for her the collapse of the relieved victor so commonly seen. No, she ruled, and ruled proudly. The flavour of triumph was savoured more deliciously when the victim was made to anticipate their inevitable demise.


    She laughed with cruel satisfaction.


    ‘You will be my permanent slave?’


    ‘Yes, yes, yes. Mistress!’


    And the moment of glory was precipitated, the small button with its mass of nerves located and flicked rapidly.


    And the other participant did indeed sink to her knees, slumping forward onto her forearms, almost sobbing with relief.


    Monique supposed the slave would hardly be aware of anything she said at this moment, so she addressed Brenda instead.


    ‘This slut is in no condition to do anything at the moment. Take over the waitressing until she is able to arrange herself respectably.’


    Abbie was dimly aware of people moving about in the kitchen as she crouched exhausted, head down. At some point she would have to move. Why, she did not know, could not rationalise. It was only some dim vestige of social conditioning at work, the sense that one had to participate, pull one’s weight. Not kneel prostrate like a servile and tamed animal.


    She had already been brought so low, she hesitated to think what else they might do to her. Yet she resolved, with a weird and perverse pride, that she would live up to the vow she had made. Monique’s slave for ever.


    She rose and turned. With a sigh of relief and surprise, she found the room to be empty. She would never know who had observed her during her recovery from the orgasm her young mistress had drawn from her. It did not matter. She was a slave. A decision to act would require willpower, and hers seemed to be now drained and lost. So she waited like a windmill on a still and arid plain, motionless, hands behind her back, exposed.


    The first to enter the room was Brenda. The senior waitress, thought Abbie. The one who had not disgraced herself with a public display of unbridled lust. Putting down the tray she was carrying, Brenda looked at her.


    ‘That was rather an interesting show earlier.’ Abbie detected no alleviating humour or camaraderie in her remark. ‘I’ve had to do all the fetching and carrying this morning. Not that there’s too much. But you should still be punished.’ She paused, thinking for a moment. ‘My husband’s in there with his new fancy woman, Gloria. I’ve had to serve them with their breakfast, dressed like this. You could have spared me from that.’


    Abbie struggled to make sense of whatever strange game Brenda was playing.


    ‘I’m sorry,’ she ventured. ‘But… haven’t you agreed to all this? Why do you allow yourself to be treated like this?’


    Brenda contemplated her answer, before her lips formed a resigned smile.


    ‘Odd that you have to ask, given your recent displays, dear. Yes, very strange. The thing is, though, the whole thing about this… it’s not normal life, is it? The normal cares and considerations are stripped away. It’s freedom, in a strange way.


    ‘And, make no mistake, I fully intend to get my share of whatever opportunities there are for being properly fucked. You’ve not got a monopoly on that, however much you offer yourself up like a willing little tart.’


    Abbie was somewhat stung by the remark but it was difficult to deny that Brenda had ample evidence for it. She was further abashed when the other woman followed it up.


    ‘Anyway, you’d better help me clear these pots up. Get a tea towel and dry, while I wash them.’


    Abbie found herself acquiescing meekly. Told what to do by a fellow slave! Yet she had indeed transgressed, even by the standards here, let alone normal ones. And there was no escape. Keith held the keys to the outside world, and he was now Catherine’s.


    As she picked up the dishcloth and began to wipe the first plate, Monique entered.


    ‘Ah. Good. I am glad to see you two slaves making yourselves useful. When you have finished, join us in the lounge and we will see what is in store. Madame will be joining us there. She will not wish to be kept waiting so be quick with your duties. You have ten minutes.’


    With this, Monique picked up a large wooden stirring spoon from the rack. Moving behind them and with no ceremony, she addressed their bare buttocks with it, Abbie’s first. Thwack! Slap! Three stinging strokes on each cheek, six for each of them. Monique threw the spoon into the washing-up water and walked out, without a word.


    The two scullery maids scrubbed and rubbed as quickly as they could, savouring the glow of penitence as it spread across their hind quarters. The ten minutes had elapsed when Abbie stacked the last plate in the cupboard. Brenda had helped dry the knives and forks, and now wiped her hands on a towel as she led.


    ‘Time to go,’ was all she said, brusquely, looking towards the door.


    Abbie found herself in the role of follower, hurriedly putting her towel away and proceeding in Brenda’s wake. Not just a slave, but a junior slave. Last in the pecking order, outmanoeuvred by a fellow submissive.


    They reached the lounge in time, for Catherine had not yet arrived. Monique instructed them to stand and wait at the side of the room. In the lounge were Tony, barefoot in jeans and open necked short sleeved shirt, Gloria in a halter-necked frock in yellow, with yellow sandals, and Philip. Yellow should not have flattered Gloria, with her colouring, thought Abbie, but the way the garment clung to each breast individually, and the way the pleated skirt section fell around her thighs, was enough to draw the mind towards contemplation of her enviable physical charms, rather than dwelling on the wisdom of blondes failing to choose complimentary colours. The dress was very reminiscent of the one worn by Marilyn Monroe in The Seven Year Itch, with its famous scene featuring the subway air rising through the grid to billow the material.


    Yes, any red-blooded girl would pick it from the rack in the shop, and the heck with the colour if that was the only one on sale. Abbie recollected the rather ample knickers Marilyn had revealed, in the style of the day. No less sexy than any modern counterpart, she reflected, wondering if Gloria was wearing any.


    All this flashed through her mind in little more than moments yet, even so, it was preposterous that she had thought primarily of Gloria’s fashion sense when viewing the three people across the lounge. This was because Tony and Gloria were lounging on the sofa, digesting their breakfasts, yet the third of the trio, Philip, knelt in front of Gloria, who rested her feet upon his back, treating him like a footstool. Not only this, but his complete nudity was alleviated, if so it could be described, only by a pair of black hold-up stockings and red high-heeled court shoes. That this display of transvestite servility did not immediately grab her attention was, thought Abbie, just another sign that she had become so imbued with the perversity explored within the villa that she would never be the same again.


    Further thoughts were curtailed as Catherine came through the door, wearing black silk stockings above the dark blue high-heeled shoes that Abbie had seen her in when she rose. Above, she wore a matching combination: dark blue suspenders holding the stockings, the belt just discernible under dark blue French style knickers, the type with the wide frilled area at the thigh, almost like the shortest of skirts were it not for the thin band in the centre which did its best to clothe the crotch. Her large and symmetrically perfect breasts were on full, bold display as she eschewed the use of a bra. Black velvet elbow-length opera gloves added a theatrical note, and she could almost have been disturbed getting dressed for a night at La Scala, such was the contrast with the Amazonian apparel of the full-blown dominatrix which she had worn the day before.


    It did not matter, though, for her utter confidence in her position transcended the flimsiness of the frilled underwear of the boudoir. And she carried in her left hand a symbol of authority, tucked back under her arm in the manner of a military officer. It was a short whip, black handled, some two feet long, thinner at the business end, rigid, except for the short knotted cord at the end.


    It was what she held in the right hand that demanded Abbie’s attention. A long leather lead. And on the end of it was her boyfriend. Her eyes were drawn to his head, where the lead joined a kind of bridle arrangement. This consisted of a leather strap around his forehead, with two crossed straps above, over the dome of his skull. The transverse strap extended downwards at each side, at an angle below the hat line where each ended at the side of the jaw. Here the two pieces of strong leather supported a cross-piece of black rubber, designed to fit in the mouth. It was here that Catherine’s lead, split into two, joined each end of the cylindrical rubber bit.


    He wore little else. A thick black leather belt encircled his waist. From its centre a more supple leather strap descended towards his crotch to form a sort of jockstrap. But, far from protecting his genitals, it split around them, so that his cock and balls were exposed, tightly framed by the black leather. Abbie could not see the rear view, but there was no material on view which might support the theory that the arse cheeks were to any degree clad by more than a thin strap or two.


    On his feet were ankle-length boots in black. She was astonished to see their high-heeled attitude incorporated a hoof-like construction, encapsulating the entire foot. He was forced to stand stiffly erect, to compensate for the design of the boots which otherwise encouraged a forward leaning posture. And, talking of stiffly erect, his cock denied him any option of pretence, ensuring that all of them knew just how turned on he was by being bridled like a beast.


    She looked into his eyes as he held his head high and proud, at a far more dignified angle than he had any right to. They seemed bereft of normal emotion, faraway and hypnotized. She felt a sob well within her as she stared at the final flourish with which Catherine had decorated him, his status as a pony-boy enhanced by her favour, a fluffy plume of small feathers in green and blue, inserted into a small sheath at the front of his leather bridle, rising from the centre of his forehead.


    Abbie’s mind drifted, trying to latch on to some aspect of everyday reality. The trees in the orchard, the flavour of the jam, the smell of the bread. Ephemera without plan or purpose. The only things that mattered were the people around her. Her mistresses. Keith, helpless in servility. The thought of it made her wet with excitement.


    She heard Monique’s voice, far away, as if she was listening from the bottom of a well.


    ‘This one is ready for a fucking. Shall I administer it?’


    Abbie realised she was speaking about Brenda as she addressed Catherine. Glancing sideways, she witnessed the French girl inspecting Brenda’s vagina, placing her hand invasively upon it like some grotesquely perverted matron or Mother Superior, searching for sin in those under her charge, without an iota of remorse for the misuse of her power. Brenda, on her part, was clearly relishing the intrusion, for her eyes were nearly shut and her facial expression as she relinquished control was glazed in a slack-jawed smile of pleasure.


    ‘She must earn it. Get the other servant to ride her around the pool.’


    ‘You heard the mistress. Saddle!’


    Brenda had clearly been inculcated with the same commands in which Abbie had been instructed the day before. After a moment’s pause, struggling to regain some composure after Monique withdrew her hand, she sank to her knees and bent forward, arching her back ready to be mounted.


    Catherine handed Abbie the black switch.


    ‘Ride. One lap of the pool. If she is disobedient or hesitates, acquaint her with the end of the whip upon her ample rump.’


    Abbie complied promptly. She placed herself as far back as she could, to spare Brenda’s back. With her left hand she grasped the back of Brenda’s suspender belt; with her right she held the whip in such a position that a mere flick of her wrist would bring its chastising knot into contact with the buttock below her.


    She was thrilled when Brenda was slow to begin her task. Now the dominant, she flicked the switch and risked a verbalisation.


    ‘Giddy up!’


    The submissive responded and they were off, through the double doors, onto the patio. On a couple of occasions her mount paused. Abbie was initially concerned for her wellbeing. They were at the far end, out of earshot of the audience. She leant forward a little.


    ‘Are you OK? Not out of breath?’


    ‘Pah! I can carry you for two laps without stopping, you little pipsqueak. I just feel like being awkward. Do your worst.’


    The petulance was rewarded by a sharp flick, followed by two more when no response was forthcoming. This time steady progress was resumed.


    Glancing forward as they rounded the corner, Abbie could see their audience as they stood outside the lounge on the patio. As well as Tony and Gloria, there was Catherine with her bridled pony-boy. No sign of Philip or Monique, but Jean-Claude had joined the company. In everyday dress of jeans and T-shirt, he held a video camera which was trained on them.


    Brenda stopped and dipped her head. No wonder, thought Abbie. Shy of the camera.


    She whipped her. Grasping the whip in a more normal position, she spanked the tender buttock using the power of her forearm, rather than the wrist flick, and contacting the skin with the thin end of the switch itself, rather than the knotted cord at the end.


    ‘Aah!’ The exclamation of pain mingled with pleasure. ‘You’ll pay for this.’


    ‘I’ll look forward to it,’ Abbie retorted as they moved again. And indeed she did, smiling as she realised just how debauched she had become.


    By the time they reached the lounge again, the voyeurism had become too much for Tony and Gloria, who had preceded them through the doors. Gloria bent over the end of the couch, where she could still see the sleazy drama in the room. Tony took off his jeans and pants as she hitched up her skirt behind her. Abbie saw that she was indeed less circumspect than Monroe in the film, knickerless, as Tony, without pausing to peel off his T-shirt, stepped behind her and slid his thick cock home.


    Abbie felt her arm grasped. It was Catherine, the gentle pressure encouraging her to dismount from Brenda. She complied instantly, stealing a glance at Keith, who stood in a corner, still erect, hands behind his back, twitching with excitement. Next to him at the hall doorway she noticed Monique, who had returned, now naked except for her black strap-on dildo.


    Abbie’s mind raced in feverish delirium, expecting to wake from a dream as she witnessed Catherine directing proceedings. Jean-Claude continued to film, focusing on the minutiae of Tony’s and Gloria’s genitalia as the guest pumped his companion hard and she gasped her gratitude.


    ‘I wish to see the transvestite service her. You must await your chance, Monique. Address her at the front while he fills her disgraceful sopping cunt.’


    Catherine had deprived Abbie of the switch as she rose from Brenda, and now used it on Philip, walking quickly behind and tanning his hide with a series of rapid taps.


    He rose and trotted awkwardly behind Brenda. Abbie hurriedly stepped to one side to grant him easier access, realising belatedly that she was still standing behind Brenda like a bemused waxwork. Looking down, she saw the lanky shemale take his cock in hand and introduce it into Brenda’s vagina, which was indeed as “sopping” as Catherine had described it, such was the ease with which the snake-like phallus was consumed by the hairy cave.


    Jean-Claude had come over, filming the slow slide of possession. He panned across, where Abbie saw that Monique had knelt in front of Brenda. She held her dildo up with her right hand and, with her left, grasped the hair on top of Brenda’s head, tilting it back. The submissive responded without demur, opening her mouth and taking the end of the instrument, sucking with gusto to express her devotion to her superior.


    Before Abbie could speculate on what might happen next, how Catherine might want to use her, there was a groan from the far side. Jean-Claude scuttled over, camera still whirring, to record Tony’s face etched in delirious relief, followed by a close-up of the spent cock as it withdrew, the slippery sheen of its guilty premature spunk upon it.


    Gloria moaned in frustration as Jean-Claude returned to focus on the slow, thorough shafting that Brenda was enjoying. Abbie saw Monique withdraw from Brenda’s mouth. Tony stepped back as the dildoed girl moved briskly behind Gloria.


    She took a moment or two to push at the vulva and ascertain the precise position from which she intended to thrust. Then she eased slowly in, with one gradual and supremely confident movement. Jean-Claude had returned with his camera to capture it, a manic figure yo-yo-ing to the location of the current point of penetration.


    Once possessed, Gloria was shafted without mercy, energetically and forcefully. She peaked at the same time as Brenda, whom Philip had patiently brought to a point of no return, and their cries of satisfaction reverberated as Jean-Claude captured them in long shot, spectators and all.


    Abbie’s state of open-mouthed immobility was ended with the sudden sting of Catherine’s whip. It was as if its sharp and wicked caress upon her exposed rear quarters had switched on a current which abruptly surged within her, flooding her with desire for the yearnings provoked by the orgiastic display she had witnessed to be satisfied. And she did not care how.


    But she remembered Brenda’s words as Catherine spoke to her.


    ‘Your colleague will be good for nothing for a while. You will have to prepare lunch on your own. Go to the kitchen. We would like coffee shortly. Then you can clean the work surfaces and sweep up, before you organise the lunch. Get to it.’


    The whip acquainted itself once more with her bare rump; this time to trigger feelings of desperation and defeat. Yes, Brenda had her revenge. Once more she was the skivvy, a frustrated slut craving to be brought lower than she had ever been.


    Yes, Brenda had had the fucking. And Abbie would do anything asked of her now. Anything, if it resulted in a comparably fulfilling public humiliation.


    She trotted obediently out of the room. Enslaved, body and soul.

  


  
    Chapter Eleven – Chicken on the Table


    Sitting at the kitchen table, Abbie munched on her tuna baguette. It distracted her somewhat from the simmering arousal she had experienced during the rest of the morning as she skivvied for her mistress. Catherine had come in from time to time to inspect, as work surfaces began to gleam and dust was banished from cupboards.


    The only other company she had had was “Philippa”, whose fucking of Brenda had evidently stopped short of ejaculation, judging by the way his cock hung in full lewd tumescence as he went about his duties, carrying water through to the corridor and beyond, where he scrubbed the floors in sweaty servitude for most of the morning.


    Now he sat opposite her, in silence, as they were allowed to eat and rebuild their strength. Abbie had served all the others with their lunch in the lounge, wearing a short, frilly pinafore to emphasise her role as waitress. Her breasts and arse remained free, bare for any greedy eyes to study at will. Even Brenda took her lunch as a guest near the pool, temporarily promoted so that she was able to sneer and gloat as Abbie placed her dish at the table near her lounger.


    ‘I told you that you would pay, slut,’ she had said as the serving wench bent down near her. Then she laughed as Abbie left, not daring to speak without permission, Catherine and Monique looking sternly at the brief exchange.


    Just before lunch there had been a diversion. The company had gathered to watch as Catherine, still in her underwear, led her pony-boy, Keith, around the front courtyard. She walked ahead of him, holding the lead, as Jean-Claude made use of his video camera once more. Abbie had watched from the kitchen window as he obediently trotted behind her, hands behind him, hoofed boots clip-clopping on the paved areas. She found herself longing for similar treatment as she witnessed his predicament.


    It was evident from the rear view that the strap which ran from the waist down between his cheeks incorporated a pink butt-plug; she could see the round and hollow end fastened by its flange to the black leather. Her formerly sheltered sensibility found it hard to conceptualise, but logic said that the hidden part of the pink insert must have nestled implacably within his anus.


    He was led to the centre of the square and ordered to bend forward. Monique approached, wearing nothing but sandals and her strap-on dildo. She carried a long, loose stranded item. A whip? No, a tail! She moved behind the human pony, close enough to flick her dildo against his balls, her hand moving it up and down in a masturbatory action. Abbie could hear little from inside, but saw enough of Keith’s face to know that the dildoed virago had him in a state of anguished pleasure.


    Then Catherine took the hairy tail. As Monique moved in front of the creature, pushing his head down and ordering him to eat on her dildo, she inserted the top end of the tail into his rear, for it had a handle of sorts, designed to mate into the butt-plug. It must have been threaded, for Abbie saw her rotate it two or three times, ensuring it was secure against gravity.


    He had been trotted in a circle after this, at the end of Catherine’s long lead. Monique brought her a long tease-whip with which she flicked his bare hind quarters, to which the tail added the final humiliating decoration. He gave a good show, captured muscles sweating as they worked purely to entertain the spectators and consolidate his training.


    Abbie had wanted it. She put down her sandwich as the feeling overwhelmed her once more. To be tethered, owned, harnessed in straps of black leather, butt-plugged, cunt-plugged, tailed, with a feather headdress. Trotting for her mistress. Oh yes. Her bare nipples jutting and sensitised, tingling in the wind as she galloped faster. The mistress’s tease-whip upon her buttocks, exciting her beyond belief.


    ‘You have ten minutes to finish your lunch, kitchen slut. Then we require you downstairs.’


    Monique’s voice shattered the reverie. As Abbie turned her head, she concluded her instructions, sure now of the submissive’s full attention.


    ‘Finish up. Then use the bathroom and report to Mistress Aix in the basement. Leave your pinafore here. Ten minutes.’


    Abbie obeyed the clipped instructions without demur, after Monique left. The domina had still been wearing only the sandals and dildo she had sported when subduing Abbie’s boyfriend. Or should that be former boyfriend?


    The thought did not trouble her as she descended the stairs ten minutes later to meet her mistress. The anticipation thrilled her to the core.


    Catherine stood waiting, still in the French knickers, suspenders and stockings, and high heels. Her hands were bare, though, divested of the long gloves.


    With her was Jean-Claude, inviolable in outdoor attire of jeans and T-shirt. How she longed for the invasion that his prick could so competently provide. And yet her imagination danced, flitting like a bee from flower to flower, as she stared at Catherine’s magnificent breasts and envisioned sucking upon their large nipples in lustful admiration.


    ‘Come here, Abbie,’ she said as their eyes met. Abbie was surprised at the kindliness of her tone.


    ‘Now turn and put your arms behind you.’


    Doing as she was told, Abbie felt an electric tingle of excitement pass through her when Catherine’s breast brushed her upper arm as the mistress moved behind her. She noticed now that they were standing near a low table some six feet square. On it were several coils of soft rope.


    She watched as Jean-Claude picked one up, feeling Catherine’s hands manoeuvre her arms into position. With her wrists crossed she awaited the inevitable bondage as Jean-Claude joined Catherine behind her. One more step downwards into the underworld, she thought, like Persephone claimed by the forces of darkness. But there would be no Orpheus to rescue her, no brave knight willing to bargain for her soul.


    Not with her beau under the spell of this goddess of forbidden pleasures, transformed into a satyr-like beast stripped of all will by the irresistible magic of the dark enchantress.


    She relished the classical allusion, the image of herself as a helpless beauty manipulated at the whim of superior beings. Perhaps her boarding school education had not been a complete waste of time after all.


    And all the time the bonds tightened. She was lost from the moment the wrists were secured together at her back, but neither did she put up even a token resistance. Jean-Claude worked methodically, trussing the upper arms more closely to the body, bringing rope around her front, under her breasts and up above them, framing them in subjugated exhibition. While he did this, Catherine placed cushions on the low table, and then the pair of them guided her down onto it, face first.


    The next stage involved multiple coils around her legs, so that each thigh was tied to each equivalent calf. By the end of this phase, each leg was splayed out at her side, folded upon itself so that her feet were back near her buttocks, stripped of footwear, the black nylon encasing the legs contrasting with the expanse of the lightly tanned bottom between them.


    As Jean-Claude worked to secure the bound thighs to the ropes around her midriff, ensuring the folded legs would remain spread-eagled, Abbie reflected on her position. Her vagina must be fully on view, garishly rude like a split fig. The labia, defenceless. The clitoris, invitingly waiting like a ripe fruit for the plucking. Just above her knees she could feel the edge of the table, enabling her to deduce from this tactile feedback that her bare and vulgar cunt was likewise near the side of the unusual furniture. It dawned on her that the height of the table would present it handily for the attentions of a penis without the male having to bend or stretch.


    Finally, Jean-Claude secured the wrist bindings with lengths of rope to the ankles, via a rope which circled her waist, so that they did not cross her arse. Once he had drawn them taut and knotted them tightly she was fully hogtied, arms and legs impotent, anus and cunt in public ownership, her head looking forward with chin supported on a welcome cushion.


    ‘So, chicken. Your punishment begins. How do you feel?’


    Abbie did not want to tell her inquisitor, “wonderful, mistress, wonderful. A helpless pawn of the gods, teetering on the brink of ecstasy, craving and longing for satisfaction, every nerve end frozen except for those in my genital area which smoulder, smoulder, filling my mind with thrilling fear and unquenchable desire.”


    No, she did not want to say that.


    ‘I embrace my punishment, Madame.’


    She heard the weak, servile voice as if from another slave far away, drifting up from a distant dungeon. Disgusted at its wheedling tenor, she took comfort from the use of the word “embrace”. At least she had coloured her response with some sophistication of language.


    For the rest, it was a capitulation without a redeeming shred of dignity. It did not matter, though. Satisfy me. Satisfy me. Satisfy the slavering harlot whose brains are connected only to her cunt. The brazen strumpet who waits for the merest touch upon her sensitised clitoris to send her into paroxysms of delirious joy.


    When she felt Catherine’s hand upon her arse cheek, she shivered and shook with the shock of the touch. The effort at the non-committal reply was now to no avail, she knew. The involuntary and violent trembling would tell her mistress all she needed to know.


    And she did know. The extent of her ownership. Laughing, she addressed the demeaned and hogtied slave.


    ‘So. You embrace it.’ She allowed herself a brief guffaw of triumph. ‘You will indeed embrace it. You will remain like this for the rest of the afternoon.’


    There was a pause for thought.


    ‘I may ball-gag you. What do you think?’


    The incongruous request for input flummoxed the captive. Abbie had no point of reference for such things. She managed to formulate a reply which simultaneously addressed her fears and paid homage to the status of her conqueror.


    ‘Will it hurt, madame?’


    ‘No. I will give you a small one to bite upon so that you are able to make word-like noises in case of distress. Should we hear a clear attempt at verbalisation, the gag will be released and we will discuss your plea. However, I will presume that a repertoire of whimpering, groaning, yelping, and suchlike, which we will undoubtedly elicit from you, is merely the expected response of a hogtied, cock-hungry tart like yourself. Agreed?’


    ‘Agreed, madame.’


    ‘Open your mouth, then.’


    Abbie responded to the command instantly. Jean-Claude was ready with the implement and the small rubber gag was introduced without delay. The violation of her orifice was made secure by the use of a leather strap which extended from each side of the ball, which Jean-Claude secured with a small buckle at the back of her head, after stretching it over her ears.


    Abbie could see little except the shuttered window in front of her, her bondage preventing her from twisting to see her tormentors if they chose to remain behind the table. The ball-gag made her feel like a skewered pig served up at a medieval banquet, a slightly unwelcome and sobering vision which served to diminish her arousal somewhat.


    The diversion was short-lived, though, for the next moment her attention was drawn to the repeated soft click of a camera shutter being operated behind and then to the side of her, accompanied each time by the flash which was needed in the rather dingily lit room. There was then a pause, during which she could see Jean-Claude exiting the room as she turned her head to the side.


    Her visual cortex was suddenly bombarded by the instantaneous and massive input from the magical Provençal sun as the shutters on the window were pulled back. She blinked repeatedly, becoming aware as her pupils adapted to the tsunami of heavenly light that Jean-Claude continued to click away from the other side of the open window.


    No need for the flash now. She was exposed, framed in the dappled sunlight from the window, a work of art for the world to see. Not captured by the loving brush of a Van Gogh or a Cezanne, but by the expensive Nikon wielded by her mistress’s minion. Immortalised as a trussed whore.


    She mused on the implications as Jean-Claude returned to the room, leaving the window open. Her face, with its pleading, ball-gagged stare, was ensnared, frozen for ever by the lens. Catherine would probably demand shares in her hotel. No matter. Her life had changed irrevocably. Let fate enter and wash her away to who knows where.


    The tide of yearning began to build in her again as she saw Catherine leave the room. She wondered whether to try verbalisation, get Jean-Claude to release the gag, then beg him to give her relief with his cock. It would surely be breaking the rules somehow. The higher brain just about won the internal contest, reasoning that any further extension of the period of bondage and the possible application of chastisement to her helpless buttocks should be minimised. Do not antagonise the mistress!


    Yet the lower animal within could not be completely subdued, and she resorted to an assortment of mewing and groaning noises, unbidden, as she waited in frustration.


    Uncountable minutes passed before the arrival of her first visitor. It was Tony, accompanied by Catherine. Abbie’s heart began to thump as she witnessed her mistress speak quietly to the powerfully built visitor, who began to strip out of the swimming shorts and towelling robe he had been wearing. Soon he was nude, and Abbie stared unabashed at his hardened penis, the adrenaline from the heart rate now stabilising as the hormones within her clamoured to prepare her cunt.


    When Tony moved behind her, the anticipation alone nearly caused her to orgasm, and she hung in limbo somewhere between heaven and hell in the long moment before his glans touched her wet lips.


    When it did, she began to sing her delight in a high-pitched wail surely audible to all upstairs. It transmuted to a low groan of utter, utter satisfaction as the thick phallus was slowly introduced to the lubricated tunnel. Every nerve was focused on the feeling, the welcome thickness of it multiplied a hundredfold by her perceptions, channelled as if by powerful drugs, so that the invading cock was the only thing in the universe, the manhood of an omnipresent deity who would ride her into celestial bliss.


    He began to thrust, slowly, then harder and faster. She was transported. It was not too long before his excitement overcame him, but by the time he withdrew she was suffused with happiness, bathed in the endorphins of a long-lasting orgasm gentle in character, like a comforting cloud in which she floated, removed from the world.


    Time had no meaning for her as she drifted in a realm where the conscious mind was at last stilled, its clamour with daily tasks and worries gagged like her mouth, all inner verbalisation ceased. She was not asleep, nor dreaming. Eyes closed, she felt the rhythm of all life pulse quietly within her, like the rippling surface of the amoeba, the casual flick of a shark’s tail, the gentle flow of a fawn’s blood through its organs as it stands immobile in the silent woods, listening and waiting…


    And then the wait was over, the serenity broken by the intrusion of humanity, with its coarse and clumsy efforts to dominate its environment. In this case it took the form of several visitors, clattering thunderously down the stairs, or so it seemed to her peeled senses. Her cortex, with its years of socialised norms stored and filed, blasted into action, bombarding her inner ear with its panicked voice, while the startled fawn within her ran far, far away.


    They all want to see me like this. Hogtied for their amusement. They will leer at me. Can’t move. Can’t do anything. Let them look. I don’t care. Or do I? No? Yes?


    It was all too much. No amount of rationalisation could tackle this. She almost smiled, as much as her gag would permit, as the sophisticated part of her intelligence quelled the fear and panic that had welled up.


    No. There is absolutely nothing you can do. That is the whole point of it. That is why you secretly adore it. Your fate in the hands of others who will tease and torment you until you are driven to heights of pleasure hitherto undreamed of. Yes. Give in. Bring it on.


    Catherine was warbling on, to her assembly, “here we have a hogtied slut who has been naughty, etcetera, etcetera”. Just get on with it and have me fucked! Abbie grunted and groaned into her gag, the better to engage her audience. She had not opened her eyes as they came in, and so did not know who might be there. Her tidy mind enumerated the possibilities. Tony had probably stayed to watch. Catherine and Jean-Claude, certainly. Philip and Brenda, fellow slaves? Maybe. Monique? Yes, she would love it. The English rose captured and bound. She heard Catherine chuntering on; something about Gloria alerted her.


    ‘–will work on the captive while Jean-Claude films her ministrations. I like to witness the pleading look in the eyes, the longing for submissive release…’ She heard the familiar laugh. Mistress. Mistress I will follow you like a new-born duckling follows its mother. If only you will satisfy me. Abbie looked forward to playing the part of the whimpering submissive longing for relief. Except that acting skill would not be needed.


    Strong arms gripped her and she was turned over. It was Tony and Jean-Claude who held her, the latter now also naked. Catherine stood near the bottom of the table, wielding a video camera, capturing the sight of the naked attendants, cocks twitching, manhandling her.


    And, indeed, everyone was there, she could now see. Including Keith, who she had quite forgotten. Good. Let him see what he’d got her into. He would probably quite like to be tied like this himself, the pervert. She imagined a sojourn with just Catherine and Jean-Claude, both herself and Keith trussed and servile, fucked and used at will by their younger hosts with their magnificent bodies, demanding worship. That would be good, she thought. Maybe next year. She could feel her vagina soaking with moisture, her juices mixing sordidly with Tony’s semen, as she surprised herself with the new-found deviance of her imagination.


    Next, Jean-Claude lifted her upper body, grasping her behind the shoulders, and she looked up at Tony as he placed cushions underneath her, one to soften the pressure on her tethered arms behind her, a larger one further back under the shoulders ensuring her head was tilted forward, presented in supplication to the devouring camera.


    Jean-Claude pushed the shutters back, darkening the room, after which he crossed to the back and switched on some bright spotlights, the better to illuminate her spread-eagled crotch, which was no less inviting than it had been when she lay on her front earlier. Out of the corner of her eye, she noticed Gloria, pulling her yellow dress up over her head. Now naked apart from her sandals, the woman stared towards the helpless Abbie.


    Jean-Claude took the video camera from Catherine, attached it to a tripod, and adjusted it. Pressing the button to start it, he nodded at Gloria, who began to walk into shot, the spider towards the fly.


    Catherine made her way to a CD player in the corner of the room and pressed the switch. The soft, barely audible strains of Ravel’s Bolero floated across the space. As Gloria reached Abbie and stood next to her, the enmeshed prey began to moan her desire, as softly as the music itself.


    Gloria smiled sweetly, revealing her amateurism by turning away from her victim for a few seconds in order to present her delight to the camera. Then she turned once more to Abbie, asking if she would like her clitty touched.


    Abbie nodded, not too vigorously, for she reasoned that there would be more work for her neck muscles later, knowing the piece and how it gradually, agonisingly built in a crescendo, over 15 minutes long. She remembered reading sleeve notes as she first heard it which referred to the shock amongst the Paris audience when it was first performed, causing some of them to sweat and faint, crumpling their programmes with tensed hands as their preconceptions were torn apart by the audacity of the composition.


    The first clarinet had begun its haunting refrain by the time Gloria laid her middle finger upon Abbie’s upper folds, and by the time the E-flat clarinet took on the melody, the clitoris was presented in full surrender.


    Abbie stared at the camera and at the lithe honey-blonde woman above as Gloria varied her technique, exploring the soaking vagina, the easily accessed G-spot area, and the clit button in turn. Each time she moved the finger from one to the other, Abbie was asked if she wanted more, with the wide-eyed, desperate grunts drawn out of her each time as she nodded her plea.


    By the time the music built to full volume at the end she was crying with emotion and need, tears flowing down her face. Jean-Claude had moved to the side of her, fully erect cock in hand, working it gradually faster. She moaned for it, but of course conveyed no sense. In any case, she would take any form of satisfaction that came, and nodded and shook violently within her bonds as Gloria brought her near. Please God don’t stop now!


    And then they were there, cresting the rise which was the final summit. Tension left her as she passed the point of no return, expressing itself in a twitching frenzy as her body jerked and bucked without control. She felt warm, sticky fluid splash on her midriff, and realised that Jean-Claude had climaxed too. Then she was away, wrapped in her magic cloud, almost asleep this time, as the lights were doused and the hogtied pornocopia was enshrined for posterity by Catherine as she stopped the camera.


    The crowd had gone when she came to. Only Catherine and Monique were there. They turned her and worked on her bonds, gradually disentangling her. Then she was pulled up and helped to walk around, one of them on each side of her, as her circulation improved. Catherine was surprisingly tender.


    ‘You have done well, my little chickadee. Go and attend to yourself and take a shower. Brenda and Philip will be serving this evening, you may go to your room and rest, then eat with Monique in the kitchen later. Do not associate with anyone else; it spoils the mystique of the day.


    ‘Later, come to my room for the night. I will send Jean-Claude off to fuck Brenda. I think she is about ready for it. Anyway, that is none of your concern. I will see you later. Are you all right now?’


    Abbie nodded. Her ordeal, if such it could be termed, had left her muscles a little stiff, but the ache was already improving.


    ‘Thank you, mistress,’ she said, walking towards the stairs.


    And she did indeed join Catherine in her chamber later that evening, working hard to satisfy her mistress during the night, sucking upon her most intimate recesses, until she knew many of the rhythms which most pleased the voluptuous beauty, bringing her goddess down to human level where she could revel in the type of pleasure experienced by these frail and fallible beings, a pleasure normally denied to those of Olympian stature while their indomitable wills were exercised in manipulating the mortals beneath.


    Abbie was glad to be granted the privilege, drawing fulfilment from the moans when Catherine reached orgasm, while she performed the cunnilingus as the act of unfettered worship which it represented.

  


  
    Chapter Twelve – Pretty Woman


    In the morning, Abbie was told that she would be accompanying Tony for the day. Catherine seemed to take her compliance for granted, but such confidence was justified. Abbie had no intention or inclination to question the politely delivered order.


    She was sent to her room for a dress. Catherine had specified the thin white summer frock with the floral pattern. Nothing else. No knickers, no bra, just sandals.


    Keith was just rising as she walked in. They stared at each other, both naked. She watched as his cock grew.


    ‘Put it away. I’m assigned to Tony today.’


    ‘Oh. Just give me a kiss.’


    ‘No. I’m not allowed to hang about. You’ll get me in trouble.’ In truth she could have stolen a few seconds, but she did not wish to linger with Keith at present. They would have time to discuss their various debauchéries later, on the long journey home if not before.


    He put his hand on his cock and pointed it up towards her.


    ‘Please…’


    ‘No.’ She snapped at him. ‘You’d better get ready for your own duties. What are they today? Pony trotting again?’


    ‘Probably.’


    ‘You’re a right perv, Keith. I hope she gives you a good whipping.’


    With that, he groaned and began to manipulate his prick, building a gradual wanking motion. She ignored him, slipping the dress down over her shoulders, picking up her white sandals, and leaving.


    Catherine was delighted to hear her account of what had happened when she returned to her mistress.


    ‘Ha! Excellent. A good move, leaving him frustrated. He had better not toss himself off. If he does, rest assured, I will punish him suitably. Have a normal breakfast, dear. Tony is going for a tourist trip. You are to accompany him. Do whatever he says.’


    And that was that. She felt like a courtesan or some sort of upmarket call girl. But it didn’t really bother her.


    They were served at breakfast by Philip and Brenda, the latter scowling at Abbie whenever she had to approach her. Jean-Claude and Gloria were also at the table in the kitchen, making small talk; as if being served by a wench and a shemale, both in only suspenders, stockings, and the tiniest of pinafores, was the most mundane event in the world.


    ‘I was going to go out with you today,’ said Gloria. ‘But having seen what a good time you had in your bondage yesterday, I’ve asked Jean-Claude to give me a similar session. Enjoy your outing, but don’t be too naughty with Tony, I might want him back.’ She smiled, benevolently with just a hint of proprietorial menace.


    After breakfast, Tony led the way to his Mercedes. Abbie felt almost naked.


    ‘Do I need anything?’


    ‘Just yourself. I’ve got money. Don’t worry.’


    He drove quickly and purposefully, well within safe limits. She relaxed and wondered what to say, but it was Tony who broke the silence.’


    ‘Where do you want to go?’


    ‘Er. It’s up to you isn’t it? I don’t mind.’


    ‘Well, I don’t really care. It’s just a chance to get out for a bit. Gloria was on about Aix-en-Provence, but she seems to have found another form of amusement.’ He laughed quietly.


    ‘Well, if you don’t mind. There’s Cezanne’s studio there, it could be worth looking at.’


    ‘Yeah. OK. We’ll do that.’


    They parked the car in Aix half an hour later, and walked up a long hill to the studio. It was still early, but warming up quickly, and she was glad of the thin dress with its hem floating just below her knees in what little breeze there was.


    Walking around the house, preserved virtually as it had been about a century ago, their thoughts turned to the nature of Cezanne’s solitary endeavours.


    ‘A simpler place and time,’ she mused.


    ‘Yeah. None of the rushing about you do nowadays, trying to make a living.’


    ‘My husband thinks of himself as an artist, you know.’


    ‘Keith?’


    ‘Oh. No. No, Keith’s my, er, boyfriend. I met him a few months ago. It was at my father’s funeral, of all places. He used to do some business with him.’


    ‘Oh. Sorry. Keith used to do business with your father? And I’m sorry to hear about that, by the way.’


    ‘Oh dear. I didn’t mean to burden you with it. And yes, he knew my father. He’s been a strong support, actually; it’s been a difficult few months. Still, most of his– my father’s– affairs are sorted now. And my mother seems to be OK.’


    ‘Good. But you’re married to somebody else…?’


    ‘Yes. David. Crikey. It sounds rather dubious, doesn’t it? Especially with what goes on in Catherine’s house. You must think me quite a trollop.’


    He laughed at the quaint noun.


    ‘What you get up to is your business, Abbie. Who am I to judge?’


    She nevertheless felt the need to justify herself.


    ‘David was having an affair.’ She swallowed. ‘Still is, I presume. With the maid in our hotel. It had all gone wrong before I met Keith.’


    ‘There you are, then. As innocent as the day is long.’ He looked at her, the creasing of his laughter lines lending a twinkle to his eye.


    ‘He started it,’ said Tony, as though that was decided, filed, not open for debate. ‘So what are you going to do, get a divorce?’


    ‘I don’t know. Have you seen enough here?’


    ‘Yeah, I’m fine. Let’s go down to the town and get coffee.’


    Out came her tale of woe as they started back. She found Tony to be a surprisingly sympathetic listener. His rough-hewn exterior disguised a warm-natured man, and she grew to like him more as they conversed as equals.


    ‘I sense,’ he offered, ‘that you’d divorce him in a flash if you weren’t tied up together in this hotel.’


    ‘That’s the nub of it, I suppose, Tony. Can I call you that? I’m supposed to be your tart for the day, according to Catherine.’


    ‘Don’t worry. Time for that later, maybe. What’ve you got on under that dress?’


    ‘Nothing.’


    He smiled broadly.


    ‘This café looks OK. Coffee?’


    As they sat, she changed the subject and asked about Brenda. It seemed that her plump rival was to a degree submissive at home as well, but usually too preoccupied with work to fully unwind in the way she had here. Tony too, was, he confessed, often quite tired in the evenings.


    ‘Building work keeps me fit, I suppose. But it dunnarf knacker you sometimes.’


    She smiled as he explained that he should let his young partner take more of the physical load. He and Brenda had two sons, but they had gone into law and accounting respectively.


    ‘Nah,’ he said, answering her query about whether he would have liked one or both in the business with him. ‘Better off as they are. Use your head to make money. Using your hands is hard, even if it keeps you tough. And what if you have an injury? No, it’s hard work.’


    She reached across to ruffle his hair. The spontaneous gesture was answered when he moved his chair closer and kissed her.


    ‘I’ve got an idea,’ he said after settling back. ‘How do you fancy doing some shopping?’


    By the time they had done the rounds of the fashion shops, she was, despite her protestations, the owner of a beautiful cream-coloured suspender belt, extravagantly decorated with lilac lacy patterns, two pairs of matching French knickers similar in style to Catherine’s, and several pairs of sheer nylons in dark greys and black. The pièce de résistance was a minidress in dark red. He forced her to try it on, reminding her of her status. Hardly fair, after their moment of tenderness earlier. She did so, emerging tentatively from the cubicle.


    ‘Turn around, spread your legs in an A shape, and look at me over your shoulder.’


    The clinging garment was more of a pussy pelmet at its hem than a proper skirt. Nevertheless, there was enough material to restrict her thighs from moving too far apart, thank goodness.


    She assumed the pose and gave him a coquettish look, to be rewarded with a low whistle through his teeth. Speechless with lust, then. She affected a haughty look, turning her exhibitionism into a triumph. Even the shop assistant seemed genuinely impressed, her professional encouragement tinged with admiration.


    ‘Magnifique, madame. Magnifique.’


    ‘I suppose you want to buy it for me, then,’ she said to Tony, feigning complete disinterest.


    ‘You’ve really got the figure for it, Abbie. Fabulous.’


    She shrugged.


    ‘Can I change now?’


    Tony thought for a moment, then engaged the assistant in a quiet exchange. Then he turned to Abbie and spoke firmly to her.


    ‘Keep it on. They’ve got another your size in purple; I’ll buy you that as well. Then you needn’t worry about getting one of them messed up.’


    Messed up. What had he got in mind? She felt like Julia Roberts in Pretty Woman. But she didn’t think they would be glossing over the down and dirty bits, like Hollywood tends to do. As they left with their shiny carrier bags and got to the car, she thanked heaven he hadn’t gone and bought her long leather boots to complete the look. It was far too hot for that.


    But not too hot for other types of diversion as, sure enough, Tony followed some meandering back roads on their route back, and found a gravel lay-by next to the highway in the middle of nowhere. They walked into a wooded area and found a clearing, where he threw down the car blanket.


    Instead of talking to her, he simply stared at her for a long moment.


    Finally, it came.


    ‘Can you pull the hem up?’


    She wriggled the hip-hugging dress up to waist level, proving that the feat was possible with a certain amount of care.


    ‘Kneel.’


    She was grateful for the initial fingering. Then, when he felt her wet enough, the welcome intrusion of the cock. This time he fucked her long and steadily. Considerately, even. After many, many minutes he reached round and found her pleasure button, frigging it without mercy until she collapsed forward in a heap, head on her hands. Only then did he become more frantic, pumping quickly like a dominant bull, injecting his seed into her, one among many of his harem.


    As they sat later in a small town restaurant over dinner, she did indeed feel like Julia Roberts in the film. The whore who preferred deep down to have a comfortable, cosy, and predictable romance.


    But whose pussy pelmet of a dress barely covered her knickerless, hairy crack…

  


  
    Chapter Thirteen – A Sporting Chance


    In the absence of instruction when they returned, Abbie gravitated to her own room, finding Keith there on his own. Tony had Gloria waiting for him in his room. Once more she felt like the whore, there for his amusement when away, back to the usual partner on his return.


    Keith had been paraded as a pony-boy again, for most of the day, he said. Apparently Catherine was making a promotional film for her kinky establishment, having a few free vacation slots available which she was keen to fill. Keith and Philip had played the parts of pony-boys, to illustrate the delights on offer to those who wished to pay for the privilege of being whipped and paraded, tantalized penises flopping up and down as they trotted, exposed and denuded of their everyday camouflage.


    Jean-Claude had filmed it all as they pranced around the meadow like dressage ponies, raising their legs in strict obedience at the end of Catherine’s whip. She had been dressed for the part in leather one-piece pantie corselet, stockings, and boots. Abbie wondered what kind of pervert would pay to be treated like that. Then she thought again. Keith, it would appear. And perhaps even herself…


    As Keith became aroused while he described the lewd scene, she took pity on him.


    ‘Were you wanked at the end of all this, then?’


    ‘No.’


    Wordlessly, she dived below the sheets, finding his cock already in hand, the wanker! Taking it in her mouth, she clasped her hand round his and they worked together, he divulging the secrets of technique that would bring him, she learning quickly before the pulse of release, the warm, sticky reward filling her mouth before she decided to swallow it like the wanton tart she had become.


    She just had time to hear that Gloria had indeed been hogtied and fucked by Jean-Claude before consciousness left him and the update was over. She swigged from the bedside glass of water, then turned over and slept.


    In the morning, there was again no direct instruction with which to navigate. She presumed she remained amongst the lower orders, and reported to the kitchen after her shower dressed in nothing but black hold-up stockings and her white sandals. She was a little early, for only Monique was at large, dressed in her black shift dress.


    The French girl smiled, as might a barracuda circling its prey.


    ‘Sit and eat. You will need your strength.’


    Abbie prepared herself some coffee and spread jam on a piece of French loaf.


    ‘So what’s in store today?’


    ‘You will see. Did you fuck with Tony yesterday?’


    Presuming that Monique did not appreciate the nuance of the colloquialism, Abbie took it at face value and answered with a non-committal shrug.


    ‘Huh. I am sure you will have done. You are the worst salop in the house. I think I will have him some time, make you watch, eh? You would like that?’


    Abbie became irritable.


    ‘Stop it, Monique.’


    Her tone, as if to an equal or junior, provoked an annoyed stare. Monique fixed her with it, stern and unflinching, before again displaying the barracuda smile.


    ‘You will pay later. For your insolence.’


    With that, she rose and left the room.


    Gradually, the company arrived for their breakfasts, the dominants in everyday clothes, Philip nude, Brenda in her usual stockings and suspenders with French maid’s pinafore, Keith daring to wear jeans, although naked above the waist. The attempt at decency was soon nipped in the bud when Catherine came into the kitchen.


    ‘You and Philip will be cleaning the poolside after your breakfast. Naked.’ She stared at Keith pointedly.


    ‘Yes, ma’am.’


    What a wimp. Abbie couldn’t help thinking it, even though she cared for him. But being so servile, under Catherine’s thumb, did little to endear him to her. She would fuck Jean-Claude and Tony in front of him if she got the chance. It would serve him right. She could do with a man who was hers and hers alone…


    The daydream ended when Catherine spoke again.


    ‘For the rest of you, gather in the lounge after your breakfast. I will explain the morning’s entertainment.’


    Abbie watched her as she turned to go after instructing Brenda to bring her a coffee. Tall, powerful, in her prime. Her rival, lover, mistress, and nemesis in one. She was dressed today in a white blouse, blue pleated skirt, grey stockings, and flat-soled blue shoes. Abbie wondered when she would be free from her spell, if ever. She felt like a frail beauty in a fairy tale, captured in the kingdom of the Black Queen, reduced to the status of serving wench, denied her birthright as a princess in the other world outside…


    She watched as Keith returned to their room, emerging naked in front of her as she walked to the lounge. A knight stripped of his power and dignity. The thought gave her a shiver of excitement.


    As Keith and Philip set to with buckets and mops by the pool outside, the rest of them assembled in the lounge. The stripped wenches, Abbie and Brenda, were told by Monique to sit on the sofa at the far side of the room. The rest of the company sat in various positions, all looking towards the two of them, as did Catherine, standing in the middle of the room.


    ‘So.’ She turned and addressed the audience of Tony and Gloria, Jean-Claude and Monique. ‘We have a small issue that needs to be resolved today. Our serving girl, Brenda, has come to me with a grievance. She feels her fellow slave, Abbie, has been granted too much freedom recently, and that her status should be downgraded. Specifically, that Brenda should be promoted to senior slave with rights over her colleague.


    ‘I have considered this and think it a good idea; however the privilege must be earned. I have decided that the two female slaves will grapple for supremacy in a wrestling match which will hopefully entertain us all.


    ‘The winner will then enjoy the status of senior slave; the loser must obey her in future. It will be a submission bout, decided only when one combatant cries enough. Pinfalls and such will not count.


    ‘Ladies. I expect a long and entertaining match where you give your all. If anybody submits early and too easily, they will feel the end of my whip in punishment, so believe me, the sweat of combat, however wearing, will be preferable. Join us in the meadow shortly. Jean-Claude will prepare a mat. Monique, supervise the contestants and give us 15 minutes.’


    With that, the two couples trooped out and they were left alone under Monique’s intimidating glare. Abbie’s heart was in her mouth and she struggled to quell the adrenaline rush which set her nerves twanging.


    There was more to it than predominance in the kitchen duties, she knew. Brenda had seen her leave with Tony, her husband, yesterday, and drawn her own conclusions. Interesting that the subservient should turn now, having seemed to put up with Tony’s dalliance with Gloria without protest. But whatever the reason, it wasn’t good news. Brenda might be an inch or two shorter than her, but she had weight on her side, and probably a degree of aggrieved determination Abbie would be hard-pressed to match.


    They took turns to visit the bathroom, and then it was time to go down. Monique led them past the pool and through a gate at the end, where a long, stepped path led down to the orchard. Abbie glanced at Keith as she went by, squeegee mop in hand, bare-arsed. She was on her own in this battle. The thought began to increase her arousal, matching the rapidly growing morning heat.


    Five chairs had been placed under the trees, around a large padded mat some twelve foot square, which Jean-Claude had produced from his mysterious workshop-cum-storage area.


    Monique pulled her dress over her head, revealing a complete lack of underclothing. She sat unabashed on the fifth chair, declaring her role.


    ‘I will referee if necessary. But do not make me get up by using foul moves. No pinching or biting or anything uncivilised. We want to see ladylike behaviour. Ladylike catfighting sluts!’ She laughed uproariously.


    Abbie watched Gloria take her cue from Monique and strip down to her bra and pants. Jean-Claude walked through a gap between the chairs to a tripod. His familiar video camera was readied. As he pressed the switch, Monique’s casual voice entered her consciousness and shattered any calmness she had managed to cultivate.


    ‘Shoes off. Then begin when you are ready.’


    Abbie watched Brenda kick off her shoes and enter the ring. Just stockings and suspenders. She took off her sandals one by one, trying not to tremble. Down to just her black hold-ups. It would make a good porn fest for the wanking pervert customers that Catherine had in mind.


    As she entered the ring, Abbie reflected on Brenda’s early move to establish a psychological advantage by going in first. She wondered how long she would last. Try to at least put up a fight, girl, she told herself.


    This was what sports psychologists theorised about. Some people were beaten before they even started, for whatever reason. She must try and battle the defeatist impulse. If she lost, she would be at Brenda’s beck and call for the duration. Embittered Brenda, who didn’t seem to like her anyway, and whose husband she had fornicated with. Surely that was enough motivation? Resist, and try to win!


    With this thought, she moved into the ring area, to be immediately confronted as Brenda moved slowly but purposefully towards her. Abbie skipped to one side, trying to gain time to think. She was more agile, but it would be of little avail in the long run; they must eventually come to grips.


    Brenda laughed, putting her elbows behind her like two wings, flapping them and squawking like a chicken.


    ‘Perk, perk, perk, perrrkkk! Who’s a chicken, then?’ she exclaimed with glee.


    Abbie saw a chance, and rushed in. With Brenda’s arms back in the chicken pose, she was momentarily without defence, and Abbie went for the weak spot, the crotch area, getting her fingers down deep towards the bushy-haired dark triangle. It was hardly cricket, but then again it was hardly biting or nipping and what did she have to lose? Monique remained in her seat, enjoying the show.


    Brenda grunted in surprise.


    ‘Oh no, you don’t,’ she said, and grasped the attacking forearm with both hands. Abbie had detected no signs of moist arousal in her all too brief exploration, and now the foray was over as Brenda twisted and turned, pulling Abbie’s arm up and over her shoulder, now facing away from her attacker.


    Oowww! It hurt! Abbie was stunned by the vigour and ruthlessness of the move. She hopped about on tiptoe as Brenda pulled, until finally moving backwards to try to come around in front of Brenda and get on level terms. As she did so, the stockier woman altered her grip so that Abbie’s arm was twisted up behind her in a backhammer hold.


    She was worse off than before, panting and gasping, unable to break the hold. Brenda pushed and marched her around the ring, emphasising her advantage as Abbie contorted her face, showing the camera and audience just how firmly Brenda had hold of her.


    Then she was pushed more as Brenda attempted a trip. She resisted the first two, but on the third was toppled, and they both fell to the mat. Abbie landed on her side and her adversary quickly broke the hold, grabbing Abbie’s other arm so it was trapped between Brenda’s calf and thigh. As she cried out and tried to wriggle free, the dark-haired woman managed to grab her upper, nearer leg, and lock her own over it. Abbie was now virtually on her back, left arm squashed in Brenda’s folded right leg, left leg pinned by Brenda’s left leg.


    ‘See how you like it.’


    This prefaced the inevitable return attack as Brenda’s left hand found the undefended crack and began to feel the mouth of the cunt.


    ‘Aiee! Aargh!’ Abbie wriggled her hips in desperation. It only made things worse, increasing her excitement, Brenda by now aware of the moisture that betrayed her victim’s weakened state. Abbie clutched Brenda’s hand with her free right arm, but was unable to tear it away.


    Time passed, with every second making Abbie’s arm weaker and Brenda’s hand more insistent. As she began to massage the clitoris, Abbie found her left arm less tightly gripped, and managed to pull it free. Not that she felt able to do much with it after its interlude in the tight hold. In any case, Brenda took advantage of the freedom afforded to her leg and moved quickly, adjusting her position to grasp the free left arm with both of hers, pushing it to the mat. Abbie, now with her other limbs free as Brenda extricated herself from the leglock, was too slow to do anything useful with the brief instant of relative freedom, dazed by the genital stimulation and the pain in her arms and left leg. Brenda followed up by swinging her right leg around over Abbie’s head and descending.


    Mmmmph! Abbie found herself under the plump arse, mouth muffled by soft flesh, as she stared up at the overpowering rump. Brenda pushed the weak left arm under her left knee and grabbed the right. Using both hands, it was easy to overcome Abbie’s last-ditch effort to keep it free, and soon it was imprisoned by the other knee as the helpless blonde succumbed to a full queening.


    Now, Brenda was free to work on the defenceless vagina, and work she did, slowly and relentlessly. When she had Abbie sopping wet, twitching with involuntary arousal, she stopped, and altered her position.


    She turned around as she rose from the weakened opponent, then grasped an arm and pulled Abbie over so that she was on her front. Then she sat on the small of the back and pulled Abbie’s arms up and back, locking them with hers underneath. Edging rearwards, she pulled on the trapped upper arms, her hands clasped to lock the hold.


    ‘Do you give in then? Bitch?’


    Abbie gasped through the pain. She had no hope, but was determined to last out as long as possible.


    ‘No. No!’


    Brenda held the hold a while longer, then released it, transferring to a “camel clutch”, wherein the helpless wrestler’s head is pulled back, hands under the jaw. Abbie was able to place her arms at her sides now, to alleviate the stress, but their already pummelled muscles continued to weaken inexorably from the effort. By the time Brenda made the decision to release her she was like a rag doll, exhausted, bereft of strength, and still tingling with the desire to be brought to orgasm.


    Brenda got up and strolled around the ring.


    ‘Are you going to get up and fight, or do I have to pull you up?’


    Abbie selected the slightly less demeaning option of getting up to face her nemesis. How perversely delicious it all felt. She wished Keith was here to see it, his girlfriend being toyed with before the certain defeat, as a cat would toy with a mouse. Oh yes, she could show him a thing or two about revelling in abject surrender. Bring it on, Brenda, bring it on. Take me to the edge of ecstasy and make me plead for sweet release.


    She clambered slowly to her feet. Brenda quickly moved behind her and put her into a sort of full Nelson hold, but with arms wrapped round the weaker woman’s from the outside, so that she forced the upper arms back towards each other, locking her hands in the middle. From this position she heaved upward, subjecting the captive limbs to more torture.


    ‘Give in then? We can carry on as long as you like.’


    Abbie still wasn’t ready. The resistance would, in fact, prolong her state of impotent delirium, one in which she was enraptured by her inexorable demise, like a wasp trapped in a jar of honey.


    ‘No, no, no. Do your worst.’ Her face was a mask of anguish, captured by the camera opposite. Could it tell that she was wallowing in that very anguish, pushed to the brink of endurance where pleasure and pain mingled in heavenly torment?


    Brenda kept the hold on for some minutes. When she released it, Abbie stood, tottering, bereft of ideas of retaliation. Brenda then calmly applied a similar hold in reverse, before her opponent could think of moving away. Turning, she hooked her arms under both of Abbie’s from behind and locked her hands at the rear of the hapless wrestler’s neck, so that she was able to hoist the slender woman at the shoulders as if hefting a sack of potatoes. Abbie, bookended with her tormentor, found herself pulled up, feet almost off the floor. Had Brenda been a little taller, it would surely have ended there and then, the strain on Abbie’s back intolerable. As it was, she stood on tiptoe, bent back and suspended in exquisite agony.


    Brenda did not ask for a submission this time, instead savouring the repertoire of gasps and groans emanating from her victim. Finally, secure in the knowledge that Abbie was weakened beyond all hope of recovery in the contest, she unclasped her hands and released her.


    Abbie, nearly at the end of her resistance now, gave in to the weakness and sunk to her knees. Brenda walked without haste to the front of her and put her hand on Abbie’s head, holding her by the hair and forcing her nose to meet the black bushy mound of Venus, in homage.


    ‘Had enough?’ she asked, looking at the audience. Abbie still didn’t want to say the words.


    ‘OK, have it your way.’


    She was shoved from behind, forcefully and without ceremony. Then, with her face to the deck, Brenda put both legs into a lock with each of hers, and reached forward to pull her arms back. Her left managed to resist a little longer than the right, but it was no more than five seconds before her arms and torso were forced back. As her head came up, she saw Tony in his chair, stripped naked now, holding his cock. Gloria, in only her knickers, had its head in her mouth ready for the ejaculation, as he watched the other two members of his harem demean themselves for his pleasure.


    The denouement was imminent; Brenda would choose its moment. Abbie was like the runners of a rocking horse, forced into an excruciating arch shape. And Brenda began to pull…


    Now there was no chance of holding out, hoping that Brenda would at some point put her into a crotch hold, bringing with it blessed release. She had been defeated, thoroughly and convincingly, and must now admit the other slave’s superiority, and with it her conquest. This time she did not wait for Brenda to ask.


    ‘Yes. Yes! I submit. I submit. I submit. I submit.’


    And with the repetition of the word, like a mantra, strangely, there came release of sorts. With her pubic area pressed close to the floor as it was, the pivot of the seesaw of her body, it was enough to tip the balance, and the public submission brought with it a flood of hormones as she experienced the kind of orgasm in which every single nerve in the body seems to dissolve.


    ***


    ‘Excellent. Well done ladies. A dramatic bout. Brenda, you are now senior. When your opponent has recovered I will send her up and you can supervise her preparing lunch later. You may wish to wear panties now, leave the underling more exposed.’


    So here it was. The price of defeat. The lowest of the low. Abbie remained prone on the mat where Brenda had dumped her after the hold was released. She was dimly aware of her rival leaving the vicinity. All too soon, she would be ordered about in the kitchen. Some holiday! She feigned semi-consciousness, hardly an act of thespian skill after what Brenda had put her through.


    Jean-Claude put the camera under a cover and left for his workshop. Tony and Gloria made their way up towards the pool. That left only Catherine and Monique, who chatted away in French, leaving Abbie to regain some measure of composure.


    At length, she came to a point where she was ready to try to rise. Climbing slowly to a kneeling position, she was confronted with Catherine’s shoe in her field of vision.


    ‘Kiss it.’


    She did so, unable to rationalise any alternative action. A line from a song popped into her mind, something about independence vanishing in the haze.


    ‘Good. Report to Brenda in the kitchen. I will see you after lunch.’


    When she got to the kitchen, Brenda was waiting, now dressed in white bra and knickers over her suspenders. The flaunting of the underwear was, if anything, sexier than her previous uniform of skimpy pinafore, its incongruousness between nudity and full dress drawing the eye compulsively. She sat sipping a coffee; Abbie felt that, had she been a smoker, she would have a cheroot in hand, casually blowing smoke in the direction of her underling, stockinged legs crossed, heavy thighs exposed.


    ‘There’s all the washing up to do,’ said her new boss. ‘You’d better get to it.’


    Doing the chores, Abbie reflected on the thorough pasting she had received in the ring, remembering in particular the early queening that had precipitated her downfall. Perhaps she should have endeavoured somehow to lick the fanny above her. It might have turned the tables a little. Too late now, to think of it. At the time the ample arse had filled her consciousness as well as her field of vision. Maybe she should ask Brenda later if she would like her underling to lap at her fanny, simply as a favour. She quite liked the thought of paying more homage to her waspish conqueror; it went so far against the grain of her normal emotions that it intrigued her unduly. She didn’t even like the woman very much. But there was the rub; she was an addict, a lipstick-lesbian whore, to be used for the senior’s satisfaction.


    She busied herself with the skivvying, enjoying the sensation of being mostly stripped, save for the sweat-stained hold ups that marked her out as an unwashed tart of a slave. She even began to fantasise about going out in one of the miniskirts Tony had bought her, when this was all over, of her own volition. Flaunting her bare legs. Showing the world that her morals were as meagre as her hemline. Yes, she liked the idea of an audience…


    In the afternoon, she was to have one, for Catherine came into the kitchen and claimed her, instructing a sulky Brenda to finish the remaining post-lunch clear-up.


    She followed the mistress to the courtyard. Catherine still wore her white blouse, with outline of white bra discernible under it, but her blue skirt had been replaced by a pair of black leather riding breeches, exaggeratedly wide at the thighs, flaring out in the old-fashioned style. They narrowed just above the knee, however, tapering into the black leather calf-length boots which completed the outfit. Her hands were encased in small black gloves. In the right, she held a short whip.


    They reached the far side of the courtyard, where Abbie paused, uncertain of what was required. Catherine passed her and unlocked one of the garage doors on the far side. She then returned and prompted Abbie forward towards the open door by means of a flick of the whip on her exposed derriere. Abbie was unaccountably delighted by the contact, and moved slowly, the better to provoke a follow-up. She was rewarded with a further two flicks, one upon each bare cheek.


    Inside the garage was Catherine’s secret tack room, where she kept the type of equipment that had so hobbled Keith for the last two days. It was not hard to guess what was in store.


    ‘Wait here. Hands behind you, legs apart. Good. No misbehaving.’


    The tease-whip was touched lightly upon Abbie’s arse, just enough to encourage her to contemplate its potential power, and then Catherine was gone.


    She did not have to wait long. It was Monique who entered five minutes later, she of the not quite so tender mercies. She wore nothing more than black Lycra pantie girdle and bra, and calf-length black leather boots. Abbie was utterly compliant as the ritual began. Her mistress reached into a cupboard and produced a vibrator. Without comment, she used it to work on Abbie’s clitoral area until she was once again aroused. She was surprised when Monique then began to use it on the sensitive area around her arsehole. When this stopped, she was ordered to bend forward and hold her cheeks apart. Obeying, she reflected that there could be few poses more demeaning than this. She was treated to the insertion of a lubricated butt-plug into her anus and then left alone while Monique fetched more apparatus.


    At this point Catherine entered once more with another participant. Abbie was surprised to see that it was Gloria. Catherine treated her with more civility than she had the kitchen slave.


    ‘Are you ready for this? You may watch as the wench is prepared. After which it is your own choice.’


    It was a moment before Gloria spoke, a moment in which she no doubt devoured the visual feast of Abbie bent over with a plugged anus.


    ‘Oh yes, Catherine, I’m ready. I do like to try different experiences. You can begin whenever you like.’


    ‘Bravo.’ A note of respect in Catherine’s voice.


    There were only terse orders for Abbie, though, when Monique returned to her. The slave, broken of will, whose co-operation was taken for granted.


    ‘Step into this.’


    It was a strong leather G-string, similar to the one which Keith had worn. Sure enough, it incorporated a large butt-plug. The small, thin plug was withdrawn from her and replaced with the new one.


    ‘Hold it in.’


    Abbie’s right hand held the base of the plug so that it remained within her as her sphincter closed around its narrowed neck. Monique quickly washed her hands and rinsed the other plug in a basin, then returned to pull the G-string tight. Its crotch piece was not so thin as to cause discomfort, but was nevertheless narrow enough to impinge mainly on the labia, adding to the pony-girl’s unalloyed stimulation.


    Her outfit was completed with hoof-soled boots which raised the heel inside; a leather halter neck outline bra which had no cups whatsoever, merely framing the bare breasts; two black leather armbands on the biceps, purely decorative, and finally the strapped helmet and bit and bridle which defined her as the archetypal pony-girl, tamed and domesticated.


    She had been left in her hold-up stockings, but Gloria stripped down to full nudity, before being subjected by Catherine to exactly the same treatment. Abbie watched in fascination as the bit and bridle was attached, rendering Gloria as pliable as she was.


    ‘Now,’ Catherine said, ‘if you ever have occasion to treat a slave like this, remember never to tug on the reins from behind. The submissive must always be led from the front, like so.’


    She pulled gently on the long leather lead, and Gloria followed, docile, hands behind her, out of the building. Abbie was intrigued by the comment. “If you ever have occasion to treat a slave…” Were the words aimed at Gloria, who seemed to have predilections of both dominant and submissive tone? Or perhaps also at Abbie, who might one day be released back into the real world, there to proselytise Catherine’s kinky gospel to the heathen throngs who had not yet been converted to the pleasures of bondage, exquisite torture, and submission?


    She trotted out behind Monique, who held the rein casually at her back, not looking at the equine creature. They made their way through the courtyard to the house, clip-clopping in the sturdy and strange hooves. Thence down the corridor, out past the pool, and down the path to the meadow, carefully on their unfamiliar footwear.


    In the clearing, Jean-Claude had removed the large wrestling mat. In the centre of the area he had bashed in a wooden peg, to which was attached a loose ring with a long rope tied to it. Abbie was called forward first. Her hands were tied behind her by Jean-Claude; he secured the rope to these bonds. Then her lead at the bridle was detached, and Catherine, picking up a long whip, told her to move. Her instructions were to trot, trying to raise her thigh to a horizontal position at each step.


    Jean-Claude filmed them, Catherine the ringmistress flicking the whip to provoke the steed, who proceeded in a circle dictated by the stretched rope.


    Their audience was Tony and Brenda, the latter still in her underwear with the incongruous addition of a sun hat, reminding Abbie somewhat of Sophia Loren’s famous scene in The Millionairess. Tony had tuned in with his wife, down to his white briefs in the hot afternoon sun. They sat on chairs, relaxed like potentates contemplating the horseflesh in which they might invest.


    So Brenda had re-staked her claim. Abbie had to admire her in a way. She trotted before her Rubenesque rival, sweating. What was that saying, horses sweat, men perspire, ladies merely glow? Well, she was no lady. That much was certain. With every step, her arousal grew, sustained by the tight leather in her crotch and the heady frisson of subjugation.


    Eventually, it was Gloria’s turn. Abbie was ordered to rest at the side of the arena, still standing, with hands tied behind her. She felt Brenda’s and Tony’s eyes boring into her every time Gloria came past her on the circuit. And all the time the camera whirred. Immortalising their addictive debasement.


    They were granted a drink of water at the end of the dressage contest, which Catherine proclaimed to be a draw. Then Jean-Claude produced a two-wheeled trap, to the shafts of which Abbie was secured by a belt around her waist, attached at each side by a strap to each shaft. Monique climbed aboard the seat, placing her booted feet on the small platform at the front. Catherine handed her the long whip, and with a stinging thwack on the buttock, Abbie was exercised.


    ‘Gee up. Take me around the edge of the orchard, anti-clockwise. Gee up!’ Thwack! The dressage technique was forgotten and Abbie galloped, trying to pace herself as best she could.


    If she flagged, the gentle sting from the tawse at the end of the whip propelled her to greater efforts. It was absurd to think she could outrun it, of course, but she was reacting like an animal to some extent. It was not at all unpleasant, thrilling even, with its unpredictability, but she did not wish to provoke a fusillade from the body of the whip, with its hard steel ferrule at the tip.


    Her mistress spoke as she rode.


    ‘So. Tony seems to be back with his wife. It looks like we are both disappointed. I was looking forward to fucking him with you looking on. The trouble with this lot is that there are only two men here worth speaking of. And Jean-Claude is out of bounds to me. And now big Tony, spoken for. Perhaps we should fuck together, eh? Are you aroused?’


    Abbie decided not to lie. A probing finger would be more effective than any polygraph.


    ‘Yes, mistress.’ She mumbled through the bit.


    ‘You may be rewarded soon. Not like your mistress, who will have to wait. But there is no justice. You will find, if you ever play the dominant, that sacrifices have to be made. Now, gee up.’


    Again, the surprising reference to the role of dominant. Abbie trotted quickly on, enjoying the occasional flick from the tease-whip.


    When they came round to the central clearing again, she was instructed to stop. As Jean-Claude put down his camera and freed her from the shafts, she saw that Keith and Philip had joined the company. It was clearly them, even though they both wore black gimp masks, being otherwise totally naked. They stood obediently, corralled by Catherine, who wielded her short whip, touching their hindquarters from time to time.


    Monique led Abbie forward and commanded her to go down on all fours after freeing her from the trap harness. Catherine spoke to Gloria, after taking the bit from her mouth.


    ‘So. Do you care to undergo the experience? We have enough film of the kitchen girl anyway. The choice is yours.’


    ‘I think I’ll pass, thank you,’ said Gloria, a trace of smugness in her voice, picking and choosing her sampling of servility.


    ‘Quite. In that case, would you like to fuck this girl’s man in front of her?’ Catherine asked, as if taking an order for tea or coffee.


    ‘Yes. That does sound fun.’ Gleefully now. Knowing full well that Abbie was hopelessly in thrall and would accept any humiliation.


    ‘You had better stimulate him, then,’ said Catherine.


    With that, Gloria approached Keith. Her hands, like Abbie’s, had been untied after the dressage, and she was free to play at will with Keith’s cock, which soon rose to full hardness, excited by the touch of an unusual female. She got to her knees and sucked him for a short while before turning away, on her knees still, and reaching behind herself, pulling the G-string to one side.


    ‘Fuck me, then.’


    Keith looked towards Abbie.


    ‘I’m sorry.’


    He was rewarded for his insolence in speaking by a firm stroke from Catherine’s whip. Going down behind Gloria, he pushed his eager cock towards the vagina, then hesitated momentarily. Seeming to experience a crisis of confidence, he was approached from behind by Catherine, who reached between his legs to handle his balls.


    ‘Fuck the trollop who presents herself so readily. Fuck, or you will be whipped severely.’


    Abbie, kneeling still as ordered, was inwardly beside herself. She grunted the words, ‘Fuck her, fuck her, fuck cunt!’ though her gag rendered them as gibberish.


    The sound of his partner’s helpless plea, whatever it was, caused Keith’s penis to harden again, and with a thrust he was swallowed by Gloria’s receptive fanny. He bucked his hips frantically, seizing the moment which had been long denied, and Gloria was to be disappointed as his hot desire was quenched by emission.


    Catherine let go of his balls and rose, tutting.


    ‘The staying power of a butterfly.’ She looked across. ‘Jean-Claude, strip off and finish her. Leave the camera running, I’ll do it. We can’t leave her like this.’


    She turned to Philip, quietly waiting, hands behind him.


    ‘Slave Philip, fuck this pony-girl. And you had better perform better than your fellow slave, or I may not give you another chance.’


    Abbie was more fortunate than Gloria had been, for Philip had no problem inserting his long and ready cock. Her vagina, already wet, was further stimulated as she watched Jean-Claude push into Gloria’s welcoming pussy, before giving her a sound fucking, both hands on her hips as she was riven unremittingly.


    At the same time, Abbie was overjoyed to be the receptacle for Philip’s long awaited chance to copulate. And he did not disappoint, ensuring with his delicious length and surprising stamina that she was fulfilled and spent before he finished himself.


    From her lowly position, she could see the boots of her young mistress, who stood watching the sordid show as Catherine filmed the spectacle.


    Yes, she thought. Monique was right. It must be hard work being a dominatrix. Having to organise everything and then watch as the subjugated and demeaned perverts had all the fun.

  


  
    Chapter Fourteen – The Strangest of Team Games


    The following day dawned with just a thin covering of cloud which would surely burn away later. Abbie and Keith were back in their own room again. She had been far too tired to indulge in any amorous contortions during the night, and he was, unusually, the first to rise. She was grateful for his foray into the kitchen as he returned with coffee.


    ‘Mmm. Thank you. What’s happening, then?’


    ‘A meeting in the lounge after we take breakfast. We need to be on the move in about an hour. Catherine’s got this outing planned.’


    Abbie’s brain swam towards full consciousness as she came to. She remembered the unexpected change of tempo of the previous evening. After the escapade of the pony-girls, Catherine had declared that they were to relax and do whatever they wished. In Tony and Brenda’s case, this seemed to be “each other”, as they stayed in the orchard divesting themselves of underwear, while the rest of them walked to the courtyard to replace their trappings, except for Jean-Claude, who occupied himself returning the purpose-made cart to its home in the basement.


    The late afternoon had been spent sunbathing nude, recuperating by the pool, before, astoundingly, they were called in for their meal by Monique and Catherine, who had prepared a succulent bouillabaisse.


    She now remembered some of the conversation over dinner. Catherine had declared that they would be visiting her friend, Henri, Comte de Villeneuve, at his chateau some miles away. Yes, that was it. The trip out. She turned to Keith.


    ‘What was it she said last night?’


    ‘To dress casually. But wear white underwear.’


    Yes, that was it.


    ‘How odd.’


    ‘Mmm. Ours not to reason why, I suppose.’


    ‘You’re a bit too easy-going at times, Keith. We’ll have to have a proper talk at some point.’


    ‘Yes. I know. Look…’


    ‘No. Save it for later, Keith. We’ll see this out, and then see where we’re up to. OK?’


    ‘OK’


    ‘How many more days are we here?’


    ‘Two, or maybe three. It’s up to you, really.’


    ‘OK. We’ll see.’


    Putting on a white bra and knickers after her shower, she donned the loose, comfortable patterned dress, after dallying for a moment. Maybe one of the minidresses tomorrow…


    At breakfast, Catherine explained that they were to take part in an unusual film, somewhat risqué. Those sensitive to their identity being paraded, such as Brenda and Philip, need not worry, for masks would be provided. As for the nature of the subject, it was to be a surprise.


    Brenda hadn’t seemed to mind being fully on show during their wrestling match, Abbie thought, as they ate their croissants. Perhaps this cinematic effort was destined for a wider audience. Catherine had probably had a quiet word with her. No matter; it was hardly worth rocking the boat and revealing her slight jealousy by commenting on the subject.


    They went in two cars, Philip and Gloria joining Catherine and Jean-Claude in the Peugeot, the rest in Tony and Brenda’s spacious Mercedes, with Tony driving. Sitting between Keith and Monique in the back, Abbie contemplated the remarkable burgeoning of her sexuality. It was as though her previous life had been a grey and plodding prelude to all this, the week in which her senses and psyche had been bombarded with possibilities. She felt the world, and any attractive person of either sex within it, to be her oyster. Perhaps this was what it felt like to be famous and glamorous. Yet without the lack of privacy. Yes, Brenda’s opting for the mask might be wise. The film that Comte Henri was making was sure to be pornographic, if Catherine’s track record was anything to go by.


    It was little more than an hour before the car climbed an escarpment, the road winding through woodland. Half dozing, Abbie felt the dappled sunlight beat an irregular rhythm through the skin of her eyelids, and opened them as the luxurious saloon motored on through the forest. They could be anywhere, anytime. She felt drugged; a wanderer in a magical kingdom, a heroine in a story or a film, detached as she waited for the adventure to reveal its plot.


    Within five minutes, they slowed. Tony followed the Peugeot as it turned through some large open gates, and they proceeded down a single track tarmac drive as the trees thinned out. Now Abbie could see the chateau ahead. Small it might be, by comparison with some of the magnificent castles of the Loire, but it nonetheless dwarfed her own hotel back in England.


    The driveway opened out as they pulled up near the imposing building, with its two wings flanking the ornate stonework of the central entrance. Wide steps led upwards to a terrace, where decorative balustrades at either side formed a perimeter to the building. Looking up after she disembarked from the car, Abbie saw several people descending to meet them.


    Her eye was drawn at once to the male figure preceding the others. She presumed him to be the Comte himself, with his assured bearing and the relaxed smile which was worn with practised ease, in the way an expensive suit might be worn to emphasise one’s pre-eminence in any gathering.


    She guessed he was about her own age, early 40s. About six foot tall, dark-haired, his strong facial features even managed to carry off the thin moustache which lent a roguish air, being just the right side of a caricature villain from a silent movie. He wore a plain white shirt, open at the top two buttons. It was, like his black slacks, immaculately pressed. His leather sneakers were also expensively comfortable.


    She pulled her gaze away from him and scanned his companions. Behind him to his left, there followed an attractive young woman, chestnut haired, the long tresses luxuriant and healthy. She could have been a model, the striking symmetry of her features enviably photogenic. Firm breasts were contained by a minimalist bra which maximised her cleavage, shown off by the plunging neckline of her white blouse, unbuttoned at the top to present a casual display of tanned hemispheres, the exact amount of revelation arranged with absolute precision. Her long and shapely calves drew the eye up from her impractical high heels to a black pencil skirt which clung to her thighs as they tapered seductively from her swaying hips.


    Wife? Bimbo? Surely not the former, thought Abbie. Her position two strides behind her master’s shoulder belied it. A week or so ago, Abbie would have categorised her as a paid tart, whether or not the arrangement was couched in terms like “PA”, or some such euphemism, and dismissed her from serious consideration.


    Now, she envied the younger woman’s poise as she descended the steps. She saw her as a rival, and a threat. Only about 23, younger, prettier, she awakened baser instincts in Abbie, who fantasised that this day in the sun-drenched palace of debauchery would culminate in some orgiastic rite, during which this sculptured beauty would steal her chosen man and leave her exposed in humiliating unrequited lust, a defeated object of ridicule, unable to compete as she paid the price of presenting herself as a serious contender in the self-flaunting trollop stakes…


    She was amazed to realise how naturally it came to her to view herself as a cock-hungry tart; and even more stunned to realise the fragility of her self-esteem when confronted with a younger, more confident denizen of this arcane and exotic arena.


    She distracted herself by observing the other members of the welcoming committee. To the bimbo’s left came a young man, attuned to his companions in his attire of white shirt and dark slacks. Agreeably handsome, with a shock of unruly brown hair, he trotted athletically down the steps to catch up with the others.


    She would have dwelt longer, contemplating the attractiveness of this lithe young toy boy, were it not for the presence of the final member of the party of four. This was a tall black man, again harmonising with the theme of white shirt and black trousers. He strode with languid ease down the steps, two at a time, exuding relaxed muscular potency. He looked almost a head taller than even Jean-Claude, brawny shoulders and thick arms complementing his height, making him look, with his dark skin, like a sculpture in teak, perfectly proportioned yet modelled in a scale unsettlingly larger than that of all the mere mortals around him.


    Her gaze settled upon him, and was rewarded with a calm, dazzling smile, teeth gleaming arrestingly within the dark face. She was only dimly aware of the Comte’s effusive greetings towards Catherine and the rest of their party, as she mentally feasted upon the creamy smile which drew her in, like a cat paralysed with pleasure as its master massaged the glands at the side of its neck.


    She knew she would do anything for this man, should he decree it. The physical magnificence, the confidence, the relaxed awareness of his own magnetism; it rendered her a moth in his charismatic flame, and she did not care. She smiled in return, but it was a smile with which she acknowledged the devastation of all her moral principles, and which was lit by the inner amusement she felt at this state of affairs. How humorous that she used to value a man’s character as paramount. How hilarious that she used to espouse the doctrine that women were far more interested in qualities such as kindness and tenderness in a man than base physical attraction. How noble these principles, which lay in shattered fragments at her feet as she stared at this man who had not so much as spoken to her. She had first set eyes on him less than half a minute ago, and she wanted nothing other than to be possessed and ruled by him, ravished at his whim as she melted and disappeared like ice upon his hot and godlike body.


    Her body tingled with pleasure as she imagined his taut muscles denuded of clothing, and her mind rejoiced in this final proof that she was now propelled by pure hedonism, far more than by any behaviour patterns her parents, teachers or ecclesiastical practitioners had so diligently indoctrinated.


    The civilised veneer of her expensive upbringing and her respectable position in society was pulverised, for ever dissolute. Yet, ironically, it had cultivated in her the intellectual muscle, the sophistication, to taste and savour every nuance of her descent into animalistic and sensual, impulsive behaviour.


    So she wondered whether the black giant detected the hint of irony in her smile, the subtle self-deprecation conveyed as she looked into his twinkling eyes. In the end, it did not matter. The indisputable truth was that, above all, she lusted for his body. And the indecent length of her gaze allowed him to know it. As he was confident in his charisma, so she was confident in her flagrant wish to play the moll, the whore, the groupie.


    As she turned her head to view the polite greetings between the other participants, she knew she was finally free. Free of history, free of responsibility, free of care. Free of everything, save perhaps the overriding desire to take a dark, throbbing penis deep into her mouth.


    Henri was enthusiastic in his greetings to them. Catherine was less so as she exchanged the kiss on both cheeks, mwah, mwah, with their host. Abbie wondered about the history between them. Had there been an affair in the past, the bimbo the latest in a line of younger replacements? It was ridiculous to speculate so, she reproached herself. An unsupported fantasy based on nothing but a degree of reserve in Catherine’s manner.


    Henri was the epitome of urbane warmth as Catherine introduced her party one by one, shaking hands with the men, kissing the hands of the females, treating Abbie to a beaming smile when it was her turn. He then introduced his own companions; the young, tousle-haired Frenchman was Jean-Luc, apparently Henri’s chauffeur. The giant black man was given no job title, but Henri explained that he was a native of Nigeria, and his name was Napoleon. Abbie smiled at the quaint choices Africans sometimes made in naming their children. The ingenuous pride of it was surely better than some of the more ridiculous names people in Britain came up with these days, though, using forenames more like surnames, place names, magazine titles, types of car or motorcycle, job titles…


    Her traditionalist musings were curtailed as she paid attention to Henri’s introduction of the pneumatic bimbo. She was indeed his “assistant”, Suzanne. Second tier, my dear, she thought uncharitably. She speculated; was there a wife somewhere? Her instinct was to pigeonhole Henri as the rich, womanising bachelor, but she could be wrong. Perhaps the question would be solved as the day unfolded.


    Their party were shown into the chateau by Henri and Suzanne, and given a brief tour of the ground floor as Napoleon and Jean-Luc went to park the cars. Most of the rooms were complemented by antique furniture, save for a large lounge at the back which boasted more up to date décor. It was here their tour finished. Sunlight flooded through large windows which spanned nearly the whole length of the far side of the wide, rectangular space.


    Tables had been set end to end across two-thirds of this space, and on their pristine tablecloths was presented an extravagant buffet lunch. Adding the final touches to this were two women, the senior of them a large, middle-aged matronly figure, in a black dress, with white pinafore tied over it. Her dark blonde hair was tied back in a bun, her round face compromised in its natural prettiness by her creased brow as she studied her handiwork on the table. Her calves below the hemline of her frock were stocky yet shapely, though her sensible shoes reminded Abbie too much of Lottie Lenya’s deadly poison-tipped affairs in From Russia with Love.


    ‘Allow me to present Julie, our cook,’ said Henri. The woman looked up, her face breaking into an unaffected smile of welcome. ‘And her assistant for today, Leonora.’ Henri gestured theatrically towards the younger of the two, who fitted Abbie’s “bimbo” category like a film star fitted into a sewn-on designer frock at a glitzy premiere.


    She could, in fact, have been a film star, such was the chiselled perfection of her face, with its high cheekbones, arrestingly blue eyes, unobtrusive nose, and alluring lips, each feature related to those around it in proportions which might define the prototype of Caucasian beauty. Yet Abbie felt her blonde hair to be a little too bleached, as it cascaded to either side of the genetic masterpiece of her face. Too Harlow, when Monroe would have been classier, she reflected.


    But what would the girl care? She had it all, and she knew it. The smoothness of her features gave off an air of haughtiness as she unsmilingly accepted the attention. Abbie preferred to categorise it as the blankness of an airhead, whose 20 and a bit years gracing our clumsy species had not yet produced any insight or appreciable intellect.


    You bitch! How can you think like that about someone you haven’t even spoken to? Yet even as Abbie listened to her inner voice of reason, her catty side was dissecting the girl’s appearance. It was this that really let her down, she thought. One so beautiful should show class, but the tight white see-through blouse, black skirt so short that it was little better than a belt, seamed black tights and stilettos were anything but.


    Abbie felt distinctly middle-aged in the presence of this prick teaser, and glanced towards Keith instinctively. Sure enough, his tongue was metaphorically on the floor, gaze drawn magnetically to the area where Leonora’s hemline met the tops of her inner thighs…


    She sighed and followed Henri’s exhortation to help themselves and enjoy the food. The nubile Leonora plied them with sparkling white wine. She was assisted in this task by Napoleon and Jean-Luc, who had returned from moving the vehicles, and by a newcomer, immaculate in waistcoat of black with red pinstripes, with its back in bright red silk, above his pressed white shirt and black trousers. He was black like Napoleon, and exhibited a similar dazzling smile as Henri introduced him.


    ‘This is Oliver, who will be joining us today for this afternoon’s activities. He is the cousin of Napoleon, and we are honoured to have them both here with us.’


    Abbie thought she had detected a family resemblance, confirmed with the radiant smile. Oliver’s, she thought, seemed a tad less natural, had a side of arrogance to it. He was tall, well built, not though quite as imposing as his even taller and brawnier cousin. Nonetheless he exuded the same sort of sexual charisma as his cousin, the kind that led women into a reverie of mental undressing.


    They mingled, the dividing line between servant and master, hosts and guests blurring. Abbie ignored Keith, piling her plate, ravenous, more nervous than she would care to admit. She located Napoleon from the corner of her eye, finding to her dismay that Gloria had buttonholed him, hanging on his every word, a petite and besotted disciple staring up at the paragon of masculinity.


    Hearing a deep, murmuring voice at her shoulder, she turned quickly.


    ‘Would milady like a top-up?’


    It was Oliver, smiling, evidently not taking his role as servant too seriously.


    She soon regained her composure. Second choice maybe. But second only to an earthly God. And amply sufficient to put Keith in his place.


    ‘Why yes, young fellow.’


    She smiled, encouraging the pretence of servant and lady, while they both relaxed within the farce of it.


    ‘So. You’re English?’


    ‘Yes.’ She paused, trying to think of how to follow it up. It would be too obvious, crass, to ask if he was Nigerian.


    ‘I studied in England. Yorkshire.’


    ‘Oh really?’ Relief at this conversational turn gave her voice an uplifted timbre, her interest genuinely pricked.


    ‘Yes.’ He laughed. ‘But now I’m a porn star.’


    The bald statement jolted her, nearly causing her to spit her wine. Sang froid, sang froid! She summoned a stuttering riposte.


    ‘You’re, er, a what?’


    He laughed again.


    ‘A porn star. You heard me right. I met an English lady who gave me an opportunity. I do some films for her organisation, but I’m guesting today for Comte Henri. With my cousin.’


    ‘Oh.’


    ‘Yes. Not a normal progression after a business studies degree, but it pays the rent.’ He tilted his head back and roared with laughter.


    ‘Well. Good for you.’ Another pause. ‘So what’s on the agenda today, then?’


    ‘Hasn’t he told you yet? Well…’


    Oliver’s eager flow was stopped in its tracks as Henri clapped his hands and demanded their attention.


    ‘Ladies and gentlemen, if you will look outside from the terrace, you will see the chequer-board laid out on the lawn below. Today, we will be enacting a game of human chess where you will play the parts of the pieces. In chess, we do not class the pawns as full pieces, and you will see them aligned already, the plastic mouldings on the second ranks.


    ‘But you, my friends, will be the first rank pieces, the rooks, knights, bishops and so on. As I believe Catherine has already explained to our guests, you will be filmed throughout for my latest erotic video.’


    He smiled as if it was the most natural thing in the world, and continued without giving anyone chance to raise any questions.


    ‘I am looking forward to it. It will be completely unrehearsed. Catherine and I will command the pieces, the outcome will decide which of us is pre-eminent and which must forfeit some pride.’ His grin was almost a leer, and his eyes gleamed as he warmed to his theme.


    ‘There is only one rule to follow. You will move as instructed, and when a piece is captured, they will submit in full to the capturing piece. Complete obedience to the commands from the opposing piece who enters your square, if you please. If you are taken by a pawn, we will improvise, but you will be violated in one way or another.


    ‘Thus your fate will be decided by the whim of your commanders; you may conquer more than once, or your demise may be swift; who knows? Such is the thrill of anticipation.’


    Addressing himself more to the visitors, he concluded.


    ‘My honoured guests. When you have finished your meal, follow Catherine, your queen, to the costume room. We begin at two.’


    He turned on his heel and wandered outside to the terrace at the rear of the chateau. Some of them drifted out in his wake, curious. Abbie stood, sipping at her wine, looking across the grounds. Below the terrace level lay a large, rectangular lawn, surrounded on its other three sides by immaculately kept grass embankments. The lawn had been divided into a grid of 64 squares, by means of white staining on every alternate one. Each was about five feet across. A line of pawns stood at each second row, one black, one white. They were a little below human height, and, as Henri had said, moulded in plastic.


    Above, on the far embankment, two movie cameras were stationed on tripods, strategically aimed to capture most of the action. She now noticed a middle-aged man on the terrace, making final adjustments to a large, hand-held camera. In beige slacks and white shirt, he remained preoccupied with the preparations, barely looking up as Henri introduced him as Georges to Tony and Gloria, who seemed to be exhibiting an interest in the paraphernalia.


    Abbie listened to Oliver drone on for a while as she scoffed a second plate of canapés, more from nervous excitement than genuine hunger. He seemed to live a racy existence, with his various appearances in pornographic productions; however, she found his glee in enumerating his female conquests somewhat wearing.


    Part of her wondered vaguely where she’d gone wrong, dwelling with one partner for most of her adult life; the other side of her was thankful that she did not have to perform for her supper. Nevertheless, she had to admit that the forthcoming drama, and particularly the aspect of being captured on camera, had her salivating, eager to join the shameless fray.


    Most of them had finished snacking when Catherine began to gather her party together. They followed her into a large upstairs room where, to all appearances, a film production company had left row upon row of costumes, along with various props and scenery. Either Henri had obtained a job lot left over from some old production, or his ventures into pornography were more frequent and varied in scenario than one could possibly imagine…


    Catherine began to explain to her “team” what their roles would be. She, the queen, would be the puppet mistress. Abbie was surprised to hear that Keith was to be her king. However, when she thought about it, it had a certain logic. The king in chess is a mere figurehead; the least powerful piece on the board. His capture signifies the end of the game, checkmate, and thus he must be protected at all costs. So this antithesis of potency, this passive, hobbled figure who could only move one square at a time, was in a way the perfect role for Keith, the leg-spreading little tart that he was…


    Jean-Claude and Tony were to be the rooks, or castles. Two tall, imposing men. Abbie could see the logic there.


    Next, the knights. Abbie heard her name, along with Gloria. Strange. Yet they were running out of men to choose from. This left Philip and Brenda as the bishops.


    Monique remained the odd one out. She would be assisting by operating the graphic display later, Catherine explained. Abbie watched as the young woman fished a pair of tights from a chest at the side of the room. She had come today in a black leather miniskirt and a skimpy, figure-hugging white tank top T-shirt, which left little to the imagination over her braless breasts.


    As she pulled the tights on, hoisting her skirt without an iota of embarrassment, it was clear that they were styled in a harlequin pattern, yet with the diamond shapes in black and white rather than multi-hued. When Monique found a black ballet pump for her right foot, and a white one for her left, the look was complete. Like a figure born from a cross-pollination of Beardsley and M.C. Escher, she made the ideal official: a perfect balance of black and white.


    The rest of them were to be attired in white. Catherine first led Jean-Claude and Tony to a table near the large window, where some specific items had been laid out. It did not take her long to organise them, simply ordering them to strip down to their white briefs and handing them bolero-style waistcoats. The only thing which signified their role was the epaulettes above the shoulders, which were decorative mouldings, gold in colour, shaped in small castellations. And that was it.


    Abbie and Gloria were next to be dealt with. For them the costumes gave more of a nod to the traditional concept of a knight. They were given small silver helmets, which, although looking metallic, were actually of fairly pliable plastic, with internal padding which ensured they were not too uncomfortable. The dome of the helmet tapered to a ridge, a little like a Cromwellian soldier might wear, but there was no visor to obscure their pretty faces. With the hair tucked away, their smooth skin and feminine features would draw the eye of any onlooker.


    They were given silver sandals and shinpads, and the similarity to a Roman foot soldier continued with the skirt-like “armour” that Catherine beckoned them to put on. It was simply a white miniskirt with vertical silver panels attached. But Abbie did not complain, standing as she was in nothing but white bra and pants after having stripped the summer frock away at the start of the fitting.


    For the rest of it, the impetus towards erotic display was greater than any perceived need for verisimilitude towards the chess piece they were playing, for she and Gloria were not granted any form of breastplate, instead left in only their white bras above the waist.


    Thinking this was the end of it, Abbie moved away, only to be called back by Catherine. She turned to see Monique ready to present her with the finishing touches, a sword and shield made from the ubiquitous soft plastic. She smiled inwardly, thinking that Henri’s supplier was hardly one of the plutocratic Hollywood studios.


    She was ordered to wait while the others were fitted. She did so, trying not to feel too ridiculous in the crazy outfit. Watching Brenda and Philip being attired brought some compensation; Gloria and she were not the only ones who would have to endure the afternoon dressed like ham actors in what passed for medieval costume.


    Both the “bishops” had to strip to the buff, before Catherine and Monique built up the layers of their strange uniforms. They first had to put on white suspenders and stockings. Over these were worn white silk pantaloons which went down only to just above the knee, where their frilly hems were drawn tight by yellow garters. The two ecclesiastical protagonists were put into plain gold-coloured sleeveless tops featuring a full white collar and a drawstring at the back at waist level, being otherwise backless. This foundation was rendered respectable by putting over it a full tunic, in white of course, which fell from the shoulders to mid-thigh, leaving the lower legs looking like those of a Georgian dandy. The look was completed by the addition of white shoes with a small raised heel and a gold buckle on the instep.


    When the pointed white headgear was added, and each was handed their long staff, they would have looked almost like proper officials, were it not for the masks around the eyes which protected their public persona, the gold embroidered caricature of a cock and balls which decorated their pointed caps instead of a cross, and the suspiciously dildo-shaped appendages which constituted the upper end of their staffs.


    Abbie was still trying to take this in as Keith was called forward. He was likewise stripped at the instruction of Monique, who was to be his dresser, as Catherine moved away to locate her own costume. He was denuded of his white underpants, and these were replaced with white tights, which he drew up carefully. He was given white, gold-buckled shoes similar to those of the bishops, and a button-up doublet for his upper body, white with elaborate golden embroidery. Monique fitted him with a silver, glittery crown, its points circling his forehead. Any hope of regal bearing that this tacky appendage might have lent him was completely undermined by his lack of any other garment below the waist. Only the white tights served to defend his dignity, and they did not make a good job of it, being just a bit too near the transparent end of the possible choices of denier.


    Gazing at him, Catherine’s poodle, Abbie had not noticed what her mistress was doing. When she saw her, she was taken aback. The White Queen, as she now was, had on a large, flowing skirt below the waist, flaring out from a bustle in the most elegant and fulsome way, with its multiple organza petticoats beneath. Full length, it hid all but her white leather high-heeled shoes and a glimpse of white stocking at the instep.


    Her torso was clasped in a basque-style strapless top, showing off her hourglass figure, with the shapely breasts and cleavage sculpted by large cups above the clinched waist.


    A large, full-sleeved bolero jacket was worn above this. Designed not to button together at the front, it framed the exquisite décolletage perfectly, adding the feature of a high collar to adorn and flatter the wearer, its pristine whiteness contrasting with Catherine’s dark hair.


    Her crown was far more stylish than her king’s. Featuring a triangular edifice in art nouveau style at the front, leading the eye up from the forehead, it was more like an elaborate fascinator, with its bejewelled silver curves and curlicues like a priceless Fabergé creation, against the cushioning dark chestnut of her velvet hair.


    On impulse, Abbie curtsied. Her mistress revealed her pleasure with the gesture, only by the very slightest of movement at the edges of the lips, the merest vestige of a smile. Probably no one else noticed it, but for Abbie it was a moment of disproportionate satisfaction. That she had drawn from her mistress an almost imperceptible morsel of warmth gave her a pervasive thrill. She felt like a teenager again, all aflutter in the presence of her idol.


    Catherine’s ice cool persona was all that was evident, though, to the rest of her minions as she addressed the group briskly.


    ‘Now. We must go and rehearse our places while Henri’s group prepare themselves. Follow me.’


    As they reached the bottom of the large staircase, they saw that Henri’s cohorts were gathering, ready to avail themselves of the possibilities within the costume room. Among them was a woman they had not yet met. She was tall, statuesque, almost Amazonian. Taller, in fact, than even Henri, and certainly more so than any of the other women there. Abbie was struck by her lithe physicality, the way she inhabited her body with the relaxed ease of a feline. She studied the newcomer in the instant before anybody spoke. The flaxen blonde hair was natural, cut short at the sides, brushed back on top, a short, angled fringe alleviating the uncompromising geometric line of the silhouette. Her facial features were strong, with a hint of masculinity, yet also arrestingly beautiful.


    She wore a black leather jacket, soft and expensive, over a red T-shirt. Black leather trousers enhanced her long thighs and tapered to shiny black stilettos worn over bare feet.


    Abbie pegged her as Teutonic, perhaps Scandinavian or Dutch if not actually German. Her piercing blue eyes homed in on Catherine from their dark-lashed lair beneath the carefully groomed and tinted eyebrows, like a leopard calmly stalking its prey.


    Her face arranged itself into a thin, self-possessed smile as Henri spoke.


    ‘Ah, Catherine. You look beautiful, my dear. You know Erika, of course.’


    ‘Of course.’


    Abbie could almost feel the wave of icy antipathy which emanated from her mistress, like the winter wind invading a cosy room when someone entered. There was history here, she was sure. Had Catherine been Henri’s lover once, supplanted at some stage by this implacable huntress, who was surely the current incumbent?


    The pause grew heavy. Catherine was the first to break it, without much grace.


    ‘Still here, then?’


    ‘Naturally.’ Erika’s face relaxed in amusement. ‘Your costume is fascinating. The match will be interesting. Are you choosing the moves?’


    Catherine nodded, murmuring the confirmation.


    Erika laughed aloud this time. ‘Henri will outfox you. I hope you are ready for defeat.’


    ‘Don’t be too sure.’ Catherine’s irritation was palpable, a side of her Abbie had not seen.


    Henri stepped in, before this animosity grew worse.


    ‘Ladies! Calm yourselves!’ He laughed it all off. Only a male could think a platitude enough to paper over such a chasm of female rivalry. ‘We must go and change.’


    He bowed and kissed Catherine’s hand ostentatiously. ‘My esteemed and beautiful White Queen. I look forward to our encounter upon the field of battle.’


    Catherine and Erika now found at least one thing in common, as each raised an eyebrow, Catherine’s cynical, Erika’s speaking of impatience, without an iota of fear or insecurity about her position.


    The two parties left each other, and Catherine led them outside to the board. Monique helped the cameraman set up a vertical chessboard at the middle of the embankment that ran alongside the chequered lawn. On this, magnetic symbols would be used to show the current positions, to aid the main players. It was obvious now that these were to be Catherine and Henri.


    Meanwhile, Catherine explained to them where they would start, and the movement parameters of each piece, for those who were unfamiliar with the game. Abbie was comfortable with the rules of chess, having been in the habit of playing it with her husband during their early days together. She had some doubts about Catherine’s chances, but who could tell? Henri would be a wily opponent, she was sure, but at least, being white, their side would have the advantage of moving first.


    Catherine lined them up at the end, behind the eight white pawns. She was to the left of her king, Keith, on the two centre squares, standing on her own colour, the white bleached one. On the queen’s side were Jean-Claude, the rook at the end, Abbie next to him, and Brenda between her and Catherine. Next to Keith were his bishop, Philip, the knight, Gloria, and Tony, the rook.


    Brenda looked at Abbie and spoke. They were thrown together against a common foe.


    ‘Quite the most unusual holiday I have ever taken, I do believe.’


    Abbie smiled.


    ‘Yes. Well we’ll soon find out what’s in store. It’s like a metaphor for life, isn’t it? Foot soldiers whose fate is out of their hands. Flotsam on the sea of life.’


    ‘I do hope our mistress presents us with some titbits,’ said Brenda. ‘But it could be just as enjoyable to be captured…’


    She was silenced by a stern glance from the Queen.


    There was no point worrying about it, Abbie reasoned. But she wondered, deep down, whether Catherine was ruthless enough. And if she was, how would she herself feel about being sacrificed for the greater good, should the moment arise? It was beyond weird, trying to marshal philosophies about free will and sacrifice while wearing cheap fancy dress, awaiting the start of the surreal masque like some frozen cartoon character.


    She consoled herself with fantasy. Perhaps after all the intricate manoeuvres she would find herself on a faraway square, captured by the giant Napoleon. He would pull down his skimpy briefs and she would begin by fellating her conqueror…


    She was mentally stripped, offering her rear end for his use, when the flight of fancy was curtailed by a hint of movement near the terrace doors above. It would not be long before the game began.

  


  
    Chapter Fifteen – Checkmate


    Henri led the small procession down the steps to the lawn. He was dressed in a large black doublet, the padded sleeves and chest puffing him up like a strutting turkey. On his head he had chosen an elaborate soft hat, black with purple embroidery, at the side of which a silver brooch clasped small peacock feathers, their rich, deep blue glinting in the sun with an other-worldly sheen. A little foppish, but far more classy than Keith’s get-up, was Abbie’s verdict.


    His legs were in black tights, less sheer than the white nylons inflicted on his opposite number. Not only were his hips covered in voluminous upper hose, ballooning out in the Tudor style, he also sported a medieval-type codpiece, a blatant pouch which encased and exaggerated the genitals, jutting prominently between the deep purple panels which were sewn on to the black velvet at the front of the garment. Its colour of cobalt blue could not fail to draw the eye. Abbie drifted into a reverie, imagining herself one of the ladies of the court, standing in prim bustles yet with breasts perched precipitously just within balconette corsetry, as they stared like automatons at the unabashed flaunting of the king’s pre-eminent package.


    Behind Henri strode the tall Erika, his queen and, Abbie had no doubt, his lover. Her crown was of silver, a large, polished jet centrepiece clasped at the front, with smaller oval jet inserts clasped every inch or so as the elegant design curved around her upper forehead and tapered away to the rear.


    Behind her head, its black velvet contrasting strikingly with her pale blonde hair, was a large collar, its height of several inches serving no purpose other than to highlight the wearer’s status. This was part of a long overgarment, a cross between cloak and gown, which extended nearly to the floor. It was designed to remain open at the front, leaving the eye free reign to feast upon the succulent décolletage of her creamy breasts, presented in a strapless black bodice.


    Below this, her loins were encased in a black Lycra pantie girdle, reminiscent of that favoured by Catherine back at the villa. Unlike her rival today, Erika wore no skirt below the waist, content to flaunt the erotic power of her infinitely long legs clad in only underwear, black stockings held up by wide suspenders coming down from the bodice, under the crotch-hugging girdle.


    The look was completed with shiny black boots which extended over the knees at the front. Their stiletto heels had nothing to do with the vaguely medieval theme of some of today’s fashions, and everything to do with enhancing the persona of the towering dominatrix, the evil queen who would show no mercy to any snow white interlopers within her domain.


    Her hands and lower arms were also in black, opera gloves stretching above the elbow; thus the tops of her arms, her neck and upper chest, and the tops of her thighs above the stockings were the only morsels of flesh on view, the better to short circuit the brain of any male within viewing range, and to provoke reluctant envy in any female rivals who might orbit below her, like mortals enraptured in the presence of deity.


    Only Napoleon, following behind, matched her height, and then only just, for he was in bare feet, like Oliver next to him. Their costumes, as the rooks, mimicked those of Jean-Claude and Tony, open bolero tops with castellated epaulettes, and skimpy briefs over their nudity, all of course in black so they were almost like photo negatives of their white counterparts.


    Behind the Nigerians came the knights, also walking alongside each other as a pair. Here too, the costumes were a copy of those worn by Abbie and Gloria, save for the use of black in the skirt material, although the panels were in silver. The helmets, shields, and shinguards were also in black, as was the handle and handguard of the silver-bladed plastic sword. The parts were played by Jean-Luc and Julie, the chauffeur and cook. Julie wore a substantial black bra to support her voluminous breasts, with Jean-Luc bare-chested.


    With the bishops, the uniformity of costume style amongst the minor pieces ended, for they looked quite unlike their white counterparts. It was the two remaining members of Henri’s staff who filled the roles: the bimbos as Abbie liked to dub them, Suzanne and Leonora. They wore the pointed mitres atop their elegant heads, and also carried the long poles with the lewd phallic additions at the end, but that was deemed enough to identify their rank and capabilities within the forthcoming drama. For the rest, it was an unabashed display of their physical charms served up with all the subtlety of a male stripper at a Women’s Institute cake baking competition.


    Each had on a short velvet cloak, but it reached barely to the waist, and flared outwards without the faintest chance of meeting at the front to preserve any modesty these two pouting hussies might have possessed.


    Their admirable breasts were completely bare. Below them, their youthfully lean waists were fastened into wasp-waist corsets in a black silky material, fastened at the front by a vertical row of small silver buttons and hooks. Two wide, ruched suspender straps descended at the front below each frilled hem, holding up black nylons.


    The hip areas were all but bare between the waspie and the stockings. All that attempted to clothe them were minuscule G-strings, leaving the bottom as good as naked and with a small black leather triangle barely covering the pudenda. At least, that was what it seemed, for the skimpy triangles were both mostly covered by second ones, these of stiffer leather held by firmer straps, in the centres of which were jutting, eight-inch-long, black dildos.


    As they strutted arrogantly on their strappy, stiletto-heeled shoes, black gloved hands resting on their hips holding the small cloaks open behind them, their artificial dicks quivered up and down in an oscillation attuned to their sashaying gait, gloriously perverse supermodels on a catwalk of debauchery.


    Bishops have almost always been masculine, even in today’s supposedly enlightened age. This way of acting the part of a priapic priest did, however, add a whole new dimension to the proposition. Abbie watched, eyes drawn inexorably to the twin cocks, either of which might lie in wait for her should fortune dictate. She knew enough about chess to reflect that knights and bishops, pieces of similar value, were traded off relatively frequently; her head raced with the copulatory permutations.


    It did not take Henri’s side long to arrange themselves. He and Erika mirrored the positions of Keith and Catherine. At his side was the bleached bimbo bishop, Leonora. Next to her was Julie, the most buxom of knights in her skimpy armour and thick-strapped black bra. Occupying the end position, towering over her, was Napoleon, the king’s rook, a formidable bodyguard keeping watch over his master as the potentate preened between his two dazzling and dangerous blondes.


    On the other flank, Erika’s side, stood Oliver the rook, Jean-Luc the knight, and the bishop, Suzanne, a mean smile giving scant exercise to the facial muscles around her perfect crimson lips.


    Henri looked towards Georges, who nodded to indicate his readiness, walking to each camera and switching them on. He perched the hand-held one on his shoulder as Monique stood in readiness at her magnetic board with its chess symbols in position, and Henri spoke.


    ‘Good. The game begins. Queen Catherine, we await your move.’


    Catherine moved into the square in front of her and carried the pawn two squares forward.


    WHITE P-Q4


    …and the game was on.


    Henri responded by sending Julie forward.


    BLACK KN-KB3


    Now Brenda was sent out…


    WHITE QB-KB4


    BLACK P-Q3


    It was Abbie’s turn at last. Her heart accelerating with the requirement to deliver a performance, she responded to Catherine’s instruction, venturing out from the lines, exposed, to meet her destiny.


    WHITE QN-QB3


    BLACK QB-KB4


    The focus of interest was the fourth square in front of the white king. Abbie could see it within range of both Julie’s and Suzanne’s next move, realising with a shiver that she was the only white piece so far trained on it.


    WHITE Q-Q2


    Catherine moved forward a square, creating room for a queen’s side castling manoeuvre.


    BLACK P-QB4


    An aggressive move by black, creating the possibility of an open queen file if a pawn exchange followed. White’s queen’s pawn had to do something; leaving it protected only by the queen was inviting trouble this early in the game. Glancing over her shoulder at Catherine, Abbie was tempted to voice her fears. But autocracy was the order of the day here, and she remained silent.


    She was surprised to see her queen beckon Keith to go to his left; Jean-Claude came around him and the castling move was made.


    WHITE 0-0-0


    BLACK QN-QB3


    Declining to take the weak queen’s pawn immediately, Henri had increased its plight as Jean-Luc the knight moved to bear down upon it.


    WHITE PxP


    This was the bolder option, if less subtle. In declining to move the pawn directly forward, was Catherine contemplating the possibility of capturing her bitter rival Erika, at the cost of her own demise? Abbie surmised that she might consider it a worthwhile bargain: humiliating the haughty black queen before “enduring” a shafting by Oliver or Henri as she was captured in turn.


    But Henri did not open the file by recapturing the pawn. Instead, he initiated an attack from his own file…


    BLACK P-K4


    WHITE B-N5


    Brenda, threatened by the pawn, was sent forward. Looking across, Abbie saw Philip, Gloria, and Tony, all as yet static behind a wall of pawns.


    BLACK P-KR3


    WHITE B-K3


    Brenda was moved back, wasting a tempo. Abbie’s confidence in Catherine’s strategic wisdom was beginning to wane.


    BLACK PxP


    At last, equalising on material and opening the queen’s file. Abbie wondered if a period of regrouping might somehow ensue, as she stared at the open file.


    Instead, she was shocked to hear Catherine instruct Tony to move his pawn forward. A belated start on freeing her king’s side perhaps, but surely she had taken her eye off the ball?


    WHITE P-KR3


    Her bluff, if such it had been, was about to be called. A brief exchange of words between Henri and Erika presaged the denouement.


    BLACK QxQ!


    Smiling, the imposing Valkyrie began to stride down the file, like a queen of the Paris catwalk, a sinuous, long-legged, hip-swaying warrior, homing in on her prey.


    What on earth had Catherine been thinking about? She should have gone for the exchange herself, thought Abbie, forced Erika to bend before her and delayed Henri from castling, regaining some tempo.


    It was too late. The impetus was all with black. Abbie watched with reluctant awe as Erika moved alongside her, closing in on her destination.


    A moment later, and she was in Catherine’s square. With a sneer, she addressed her opposite number.


    ‘So, you missed your chance and now your ass, as the Americans say, is mine. Did you think I wouldn’t do it? At the cost of submitting to your boyfriend here? It will be a pleasure to take his cock if he wishes, while you watch. The icing on the cake.’


    Her tone increased in severity, clipped and brusque.


    ‘Now get down. On your knees bent forward. And start pulling your skirts up while I get ready.’


    Abbie turned to look at her mistress, who had no choice but to comply as instructed, within the rules of engagement. Georges filmed her lovingly as she hoisted her skirt at the front and descended to her knees.


    While Catherine gathered the layered petticoats behind her, Erika was preparing. From a deep pocket on the inside of her cloak she extracted a strap-on dildo, all in black of course, before casting the overgarment to the side of the square. She then contrived to bring a modicum of grace to the crude act of stepping into the dildo’s harness, before tightening the straps so that the priapic device poked firmly forward from her girdled loins.


    It was nearly time. She crouched behind Catherine and pulled the skirt and petticoats upwards. The White Queen leant forward, taking her upper body weight on straight arms, as the Black Queen began to probe with her hands, exploring the vulnerable genital area exposed in its full glory amid the frothy white organza, like tasty fruit in a bed of meringue.


    Abbie, from her vantage point just ahead and to the left of Catherine’s square, could not see exactly what Erika was doing, but she imagined a pantie gusset being pulled to one side, and the clitoris being stimulated. She stared at Catherine’s face as Erika adjusted her position, now kneeling, and slowly thrust her dildo home. The White Queen’s expression revealed the seeping pleasure that overcame her sang froid, as her eyelids sagged and she embraced the irresistible thrill of surrender.


    The fucking was slow, almost languid, gentler than Abbie had expected to see. By the end of it Catherine’s head had sunk nearly to ground level, propped on folded arms, while Erika rooted at will in her raised back end, every stroke, for the White Queen, a pleasurable and incremental erosion of her mystique and power.


    When Erika withdrew and stood, Catherine remained at first immobile. Georges crouched behind her, taking advantage of the moment to capture a close-up of the vanquished pussy in all its blushing detail. Erika’s voice expressed nothing but contempt for her beaten rival.


    ‘Now get off the field. You’d better stand at your own end if you want to try to command your forces for the rest of the match.’


    Catherine rose, weak and tired, and made her way past her troops to the grassy bank behind them. Abbie saw the concern on Jean-Claude’s face, but his queen brushed past him quickly, pausing to offer only the briefest instruction.


    ‘Fuck the bitch!’


    And so he moved forward.


    WHITE RxQ


    Erika was still standing in white’s Q2 square, looking back towards her Black King, hands on hips in assertion of her triumph, enjoying her moment. Knowing it was to end soon, she had made no attempt to pick up her long cloak. As she waited for Jean-Claude to enter the square, she cast a glance at Abbie, as if to say “who are you looking at, mortal?” Then her gaze turned away, giving no more thought to the lowly foot soldier.


    ‘Strip off your girdle, Erika.’


    Erika laughed at Jean-Claude as she undid the straps and dropped the dildo. As she pulled the pantie girdle down, Jean-Claude succeeded in surprising her, thrusting his hand from behind, in between her legs, and grasping her crotch at the base of the dark blonde bush.


    She gasped, caught at a disadvantage with the tight-fitting girdle restricting her leg movement, between her knees as it was. Frozen, she gave herself up to the long middle finger as it found her clitoris between her folds. When he spoke again, she was ready for the final act. Too ready, as it transpired. Pulling her girdle up further, he left it clasping the thighs between knees and pudenda.


    ‘Get down. Knees.’


    She collapsed more than sank, upper legs hobbled by the Lycra girdle, nearly toppling forward.


    ‘Would you like cock, Erika?’


    ‘Yes. Please.’


    The deference in her voice horrified Abbie. Did every dominatrix have feet of clay?


    ‘You may take it in your mouth. I will not fuck you no matter how you beg. That will be your punishment.’


    Pulling aside the gusset of his briefs and presenting his penis to the kneeling female, Jean-Claude found his vow was harder to keep than he had planned, for Erika began to work on it at once with the practiced ease and artistry of a born cocksucker. It was plainly an act of considerable will when he at last pulled back, face a grimace, denying himself the prelude to orgasmic relief which she had so expertly brought about.


    Breathing heavily, he pulled his white briefs over his enlarged cock with some difficulty, and signalled the end of the encounter.


    ‘You are captured. Go as you are. Remain behind our lines for the duration of the game.’


    Erika rose inelegantly, and made her way to the grass bank with slow, awkward steps. Overseeing it, Catherine regained the ability to smile a little at the inventiveness Jean-Claude had shown. Her nemesis had been taken down a peg or two, hobbled by her own girdle. She would have to wait for her satisfaction after all.


    Henri did not delay long after witnessing his queen’s unedifying display. He issued his next move, watching as Monique dutifully copied it on the board.


    BLACK N-K5


    It was the plump Julie who moved forward, covered by Suzanne, threatening Jean-Claude. He turned to his commander, on the bank behind him, suggesting that he move forward between two pawns, on the fifth square. A bold but rash suggestion, given that each was covered by a knight anyway.


    Catherine vetoed it and ordered Abbie to her appointed destiny within today’s drama.


    WHITE NxN


    As Abbie entered Julie’s square, she became aware of Henri’s voice, now back in jocular mood.


    ‘Knight versus knight! Let us see some jousting!’ He laughed heartily.


    As she hesitated, trying to summon what little interest she had in any form of thespianism, she felt a tentative thwack on her shield as her opponent tried to initiate the affray. This galvanised her somehow, and soon they were at it, thumping and parrying with swords and shields, to the accompaniment of cheers all round as Georges’ cameras continued to roll.


    It was Abbie who got the better of it in the end, knocking Julie’s sword out of her hand with a somewhat lucky swipe from her own weapon. Fortunately, this returned them to the script, and Abbie pointed her sword towards the defeated opponent as she spoke.


    ‘Get down.’ She paused for thought. ‘Kneel before me.’ That was better. Properly authoritarian, rubbing it in. She supposed the other woman should be fucked or made to pay some sexual forfeit. There was no way round it with these rules. And she could hardly walk away in the middle of filming; Henri would be furious and rightly so. A moment of inspiration saved her.


    ‘Strip off your armour skirt and any panties you are wearing. Then get on all fours facing the chateau so that everyone can see.’


    Abbie surprised herself with the boldness of her command. She would have to get it right, for the position she had prescribed would leave them sideways on to both black and white ranks, all eyes upon them.


    She strode back to the Queen 2 square. Stepping out of her armoured miniskirt, she simultaneously picked up Erika’s discarded strap-on. She remained near her own forces while she fitted it, feeling a bit less nervous than she would have done had she donned it in the centre of the arena.


    With dildo jutting, strapped on over her white panties, she walked back to the black’s King 5 square. Kneeling behind Julie’s naked rump, she began her career as a dominatrix, homing in on the wide fanny with her finger.


    It was easier this way. She could not envision fucking her victim in the standard position from above, having to look down at her face. And she ruled out making the plump cook fellate her dildo, for the same reason. She was not seasoned enough to keep things impersonal in these circumstances. Better to stare only at the vast, bare rump, and focus on what she had to do.


    Julie’s cunt was already soaked, as she found when introducing a finger, following it with two, three, and then four digits. The slippery chasm encompassed her hand with ease, like a cathedral accommodating its awestruck congregation. She stopped short of finding whether a whole fist could be clasped, though it seemed feasible, and instead treated Julie’s clitoris to a flicking session from two of her forefingers.


    The big woman was moaning in contented bliss by the time Abbie was ready to push the dildo into her, and she could not have asked for an easier surrender for her first time as conquering virago. She grasped Julie’s sturdy bra with both hands near the back hooks, and gave the willing hussy a sound shafting, pumping her hard until she subsided onto her chin, arms spread wide, in a soft and jelly-like heap.


    When she rose, it was to an accompaniment of some applause from both ranks, and Henri’s cry of ‘Bravo!’ Uncertain whether to adorn herself again with armour and weaponry, she settled for placing her hands on her hips as she stood in little more than white bra and panties. It would not do to be too cocky, though, for she knew full well what was to come.


    And so it did as Henri called the move. The inevitable exchange of pieces. She had always known her capture of Julie would be at the cost of her own demise, and as Julie staggered to her feet, bereft of skirt and knickers, making her way to the white ranks to begin her incarceration, Abbie stared across at the bishop of the white squares, Suzanne, who was about to act as her nemesis.


    BLACK BxN


    Abbie watched as Monique took her icon from the board, replacing it with Suzanne’s. She stared at the beauty who approached her on the diagonal, with dildo wobbling in all its lewd glory.


    Then the surge of nervous excitement as the younger woman entered her square. Hormones flooded within her, making her heart race with anticipation, slowing the passage of time as her opponent posed silently, milking the moment of triumph.


    But her humiliation was not too long delayed, as the black-clad priestess beckoned with her staff, indicating that Abbie should prostrate herself. This she did, the well trained submissive within her resurfacing. Suzanne’s first act was to offer the phallic end of the staff up to Abbie’s mouth, whereupon the kneeling knight began to suck upon it without delay.


    Abbie could see the cameraman from the corner of her eye. He stood with the hand-held instrument, recording every detail of her surrender as Suzanne pressed her between her shoulder blades, subtly commanding her onto all fours, leaving the long staff propped in front of the defeated white knight, a hypotenuse of perverted fellatio.


    As her borrowed strap-on was undone and taken away from her, her delight in the pleasure of capture began to build, and when her panties were brusquely pulled down her thighs, her eagerness to capitulate was all too evident in her ready co-operation as she lifted each knee in turn to aid the victorious vixen behind her to strip the last thin vestige of decency from her.


    The probing of Suzanne’s finger between her swollen pussy lips acted more as inspection than stimulation, for her hormonal cocktail of juices had by now prepared her vagina for total and willing subjugation to the phallus, to which it yielded easily. Suzanne introduced the dildo with agonising slowness, making the most of the final act of conquest and simultaneously driving her mount towards the delirious need to submit with absolute, unquestioning obedience.


    With the strap-on in to the hilt and ensuring the compliance of her victim, Suzanne took her time, first slapping each arse cheek of her tame beast several times to emphasise her dominance. She then grasped each bra strap, steadied herself, and treated her steed to a vigorous ride. Abbie was desperate to feel the ball sac of a male beating on her exposed clitoris, but the black dildo was a phallus only, incorporating no such appendage, and she had to make do with supporting herself on one arm and reaching between her legs with the other to flick her clamouring pleasure bean.


    Noticing this, Suzanne abandoned her hold on the makeshift reins of Abbie’s bra straps and reached forward as far as she could. Abbie felt the firm penis facsimile stretch her vagina as Suzanne strained forward, securing a hold around each upper arm near the shoulder. She then heaved back on them with all her strength, and Abbie’s upper body was tugged upright, the phallic extension on the staff finally falling from her lips as her rider slid her grip further down her pinned-back arms to secure a more comfortable hold.


    ‘That’ll teach you for frigging your clit.’


    Abbie grunted like a wrestler in a punishing hold. The younger woman was surprisingly strong for her size, and there was no real prospect of her tired arms breaking free. She was compelled to go with the movement as Suzanne sat back on her heels, the dildo still embedded.


    And there she sat for a while, keeping the hold on the arms, so that Abbie was reduced to wriggling on the rubber prick as she strove to achieve some sort of vaginal orgasm. Unable to rise very far with Suzanne’s unyielding grip on her arms holding her down, she could not bounce enough to establish the sort of rhythmic pumping which might bring the relief she craved.


    Before too long even her ability to wriggle waned, and she gradually slowed and ceased the struggle, pinned with arms back like a butterfly in a glass case.


    Holding her helpless for a while longer as she tasted every last morsel of victory, Suzanne was finally satisfied, ready to formalise the submission and grant Abbie her release from capture, if not from frustration.


    ‘Do you give in?’


    Abbie resisted the declaration of defeat, a futile, stubborn pride awakened in her. But Suzanne pulled her arms further back behind her, closer to each other behind her back, and the hopelessness of her position was emphasised beyond all doubt.


    ‘Yes! I give in.’


    Uttering the words, Abbie suddenly felt a surge of arousal, and a mild orgasm coursed through her. There was something about finding herself abdicating to another human being’s will, unable to defend her self-respect and pride, that plugged directly into her autonomic nervous system.


    Then Suzanne shoved her forward, and she put her weakened arms out to support herself as best she could, as the dildo plopped out of her with an unseemly squelch. She collapsed in a prone heap as Suzanne regained her feet and stood wide-legged over her.


    ‘Bravo,’ said Henri as her predicament was captured in full humiliating detail by Georges’ camera.


    ‘Go from the board,’ said Suzanne without ceremony, the starkness and disinterested tone adding insult to the injury of capture.


    Abbie made her way to the area behind the black ranks, the first white participant to do so, since Catherine had been spared in order to continue to command her forces from a vantage point behind them. She stood alone on the bank behind Henri, his hostage now, stripped like her earlier victim Julie to helmet, bra, and lower legwear. Alone and only partially satisfied, longing but not daring to play with her shamefully exposed, unadorned fanny.


    The game continued almost before she had left the field, Catherine ordering Philip to push a pawn forward to repel the bishop Suzanne, who now stood haughtily where Abbie had been but a few moments ago, posing like the cock of the hill with her dildo erect, glistening with Abbie’s juices, her defeated rival’s white panties on the grass at her feet, a symbolic artefact of surrender.


    WHITE P-KB3


    BLACK B-KN3


    Suzanne turned and strutted down the diagonal to a safe position. The weak threat from Catherine’s pawn move had served only to block the path of her king’s knight, Gloria, all three feasible squares occupied by her own pawns. Philip and Tony also remained on their home squares, thus far impotent.


    WHITE KBP-P4


    BLACK N-QN5


    WHITE K-N1


    BLACK B-K2


    Now Henri was free to castle on his own side, bringing Napoleon into the fray while protecting himself behind the rampart of his pawns. But he seemed content to sacrifice a pawn for this advantage, his king’s pawn under threat.


    WHITE PxP


    BLACK 0-0


    WHITE P-KN4


    BLACK QR-Q1


    The central attack was beginning, and Catherine was fiddling about with peripheral pawns. She should be getting pieces out, protecting Jean-Claude, who only had Brenda covering him. In any case by now, if he remained, he would surely be taken by the opposing rook, leaving white’s weak queen’s bishop’s pawn at the mercy of Jean-Luc and Suzanne’s two-pronged threat.


    There was no prospect of Jean-Claude dodging his fate, hemmed by pawns at either side, and Catherine bowed to the inevitable, attack being the best defence.


    WHITE RxR


    Catherine’s consort drew a deep breath, and began his walk down the file, towards Oliver and his own eventual sacrifice. On reaching the eighth rank, he was confronted with a dilemma. On the one hand, Oliver must be sexually humiliated to a degree. On the other, Napoleon lay in wait, and would undoubtedly inflict at least the equivalent on Jean-Claude when the time came.


    Abbie was fascinated by the dynamics of the situation. Two clearly heterosexual and proud males, corralled by the prevailing circumstances to engage in an encounter wherein homo-erotic impulses must be displayed for the delectation of the audience at large.


    Jean-Claude remained cool, not a trace of levity or smugness on his face. He appeared determined to show, by his serious demeanour, the respect he had for his unfortunate quarry.


    Quietly, he told Oliver to strip. Abbie, standing on the bank behind Napoleon, shuffled to her right, wanting to see if the young cock had sprung forward in full or partial erection when released from the black briefs, but she was to remain frustrated, and settled for admiring his well-defined gluteus muscles as the pants were drawn down.


    What surprised her initially was that Jean-Claude followed suit, discarding his small waistcoat and stepping out of his white underpants. With both men now nude, the scene they would play out could be one from any gay porn flick, rather than specific to the kinky chess game they were part of, and Georges moved in to record the drama within a drama.


    The plot could not have been simpler. Oliver was told to go on his knees before Jean-Claude, who took a little while to masturbate his penis to full hardness. Abbie watched, fingering her clitoris, a debauched wanker lost in debased addiction to cock. A fine extra theme she would have made for Georges’ camera, but he missed a trick, not seeing her display as he focused, like her, on the star of the show, Jean-Claude’s penis.


    Leaning forward, no doubt thinking of his fee, Oliver opened his lips and began the act of reluctant worship. Once started, he became more animated, and gave a good show, alternating a head-bobbing action on the three inches at the cock’s end with periods of more static sucking, even licking around the head of it at times so that he was, to all intents and purposes, a gay submissive immortalised on film. He played the part so well that, after five minutes or so, Jean-Claude had his head thrown back, face contorted in pleasure, his forbidden thrill also captured by Georges’ soul-baring lens.


    The next act was a surprise. Everyone familiar with the rules of chess knew that Jean-Claude, after dispensing with Oliver, would be made to succumb at Napoleon’s hands, to complete the exchange of rooks. It was just that Henri, in an imaginative twist, advanced the moment a little. Speaking to Napoleon quietly, he nodded towards the Queen 1 square where Oliver was continuing to treat his white counterpart to an unexpectedly stimulating bout of fellatio.


    Napoleon moved at once to the square, stripping off his small jacket as he went. Thus his arrival, as far as Georges’ viewfinder was concerned, was that of a third participant in the homosexual dance, bent on ensuring Jean-Claude’s sexual submission.


    No one bothered to look at Monique, updating her board.


    BLACK RxR


    All eyes were on the drama at the centre of black’s stronghold, as Napoleon, still in his briefs, approached the two naked men. He glanced down at Oliver as he went past, then stationed himself behind the excited Jean-Claude as Georges scuttled round to the far side to gain an unobstructed angle.


    Napoleon reached around Jean-Claude, the potent bulge in his briefs nestling snugly against the white man’s arse as he grasped the root of his prick. At this, Oliver at last pulled back, leaving Jean-Claude to Napoleon’s ministrations. He would have to join the captured black group near Catherine soon, but he lingered to watch the finale, which was all the better for Georges, as he composed his tableau of gay abandon.


    As he turned, Abbie could see that his dick was hard, dangling down somewhat as gravity asserted itself. The veracity of his arousal went some way towards proving that pure heterosexual beings did not really exist, she thought.


    Napoleon, meanwhile, had begun to work on Jean-Claude’s prick, encircling it in his large fist and working it with steady strokes so that Jean-Claude had no hope of resisting the torrid wave of excitement that built within him. Abbie wondered whether he would beg for release, freedom from the cock hold, a saving of face. Surely not, though. He was too close to the point of no return; she could see it in his face. And even if Napoleon were to release him now, he would surely masturbate himself to quick relief, so near was he to the nirvana of pulsing emission.


    She had never been one for watching or viewing much pornography. That, she reflected, might change when she got home… If she found herself alone, David with Magda, Keith back in London, then a gay video or two might do the trick.


    She watched her sometime lover as he remained wordless, shortly to succumb to the relentless rubbing from the dominant Napoleon’s cock hold. She gazed at Oliver’s beautiful, mesmerising dick, his sculpted, athletic frame. She rubbed her finger gently on her clitty, all she needed to tease out the orgasm as she played herself to the tingling edge of release. It came at the same moment as Jean-Claude’s, as he spunked bountifully, breaking his silence and groaning loudly, irrevocably, submissively. Abbie struggled to remain on her feet as the feeling made her shudder, like the string of a bow as the arrow left it.


    She smiled as Oliver walked towards the white ranks and Jean-Claude moved a little unsteadily to her position, to join her in captivity as Napoleon turned to face Catherine’s forces, serene in his dominance, commanding the empty file as he exuded latent power.


    Yes. Gay porn was the way forward. She fantasised about stealing Jean-Claude from Catherine and taking him to a secluded villa, where they would by chance meet Napoleon and Oliver. That would be pleasant. That would definitely be pleasant…


    Her attention returned to the state of play on the human chessboard. The rook exchange had left Napoleon with an unchallenged route into white’s heartland, with Suzanne and Jean-Luc poised also, in control of the routes into the rapidly crumbling Camelot.


    She thought it only a matter of time. While material may have been virtually equal, Catherine’s forces were infinitely weaker, her king pinned behind a weak pawn, unable to free himself without leaving Jean-Luc to breach his defences and wreak havoc. And still the king’s side pieces hadn’t moved, leaving their figurehead marooned in the bleak fortress of the queen’s side pawns, awaiting his almost inevitable fate as the dark forces gathered for their final attack.


    Henri’s voice pierced the tense silence.


    ‘You wish to resign, Queen Catherine?’ He smiled like a lizard in the instant before it flicks its tongue to devour a helpless insect.


    Catherine responded by ordering Philip forward.


    WHITE B-N2


    A defiant attempt to release her right flank threatened only an unimportant pawn at the far side of the lawn.


    ‘Jean-Luc!’ Henri pointed at the square into which he sent his champion.


    BLACK NxP(B7)


    With a flourish, the young man smote the top of the pawn sideways with his sword, toppling the plastic edifice over. He then threw it to the side of the arena and took its place on the square, holding his sword triumphantly in front of him as he stared at the pathetic white king on his adjoining right diagonal square.


    Still Catherine would not surrender, moving Brenda away from the young soldier’s next attack.


    WHITE B-KB2


    Jean-Luc grinned, enjoying himself as he made the next inevitable move at Henri’s request.


    BLACK N-K6 Check!


    Keith stared across at the waiting Suzanne, in check to her since Jean-Luc uncovered the diagonal. She held her dildo and waggled it up and down, chuckling as she returned his gaze.


    There were only two moves available to the cornered monarch, and Keith shuffled to his right.


    WHITE K-QB1


    Abbie could see it would be checkmate next move. Napoleon could safely come forward to the eighth rank, protected by the knight.


    But Henri did not take the opportunity. Instead…


    BLACK NxB


    Jean-Luc moved into Philip’s square and ordered him to take off his robe. Playing his part to perfection, he used his sword tip to flick the garment off Philip’s shoulder. Leaving him in the backless shirt, he commanded the removal of the embarrassingly feminine frilled bloomers, leaving the captured cleric in only white shoes, stockings, suspenders, the vestigial gold shirt which covered only his front above the waist, and the mitre on his head.


    As Jean-Luc pointed to the ground with his sword, Philip followed the implied order and descended to all fours. Now his posterior was mercilessly spanked, Jean-Luc using the flat side of the plastic sword with eager vigour. Philip responded by proffering his rear end ever higher, his mitre toppling from his head as he virtually kissed the earth, seemingly more than happy to receive the stinging strokes which covered his freely presented butt with an ever more roseate glow.


    It was at this juncture that Catherine, surveying the collapse of her forces below her, cried enough.


    ‘OK. I resign. Henri, I offer you my resignation.’


    The Black King reflected for a moment.


    ‘At last you accept the inevitable. On my terms?’


    ‘Do I have a choice?’


    ‘Not really. Accept my terms and avoid the farce of continuing. You will be defeated in the end anyway.’


    There was a pause as Catherine gathered her thoughts. The drama had reached a natural climax; to prolong it would dilute the experience. Abbie could almost feel her mistress’s anguish, getting ready to taste the ashes of her disastrous campaign. Before she could speak, Jean-Luc’s voice rang out, calling to Monique on the bank.


    ‘Referee! Do you have a condom in your kitbag over there? I think I may give this disgraceful shemale a proper fucking.’


    Although the movie they were making was intended to be viewed without soundtrack if necessary, Catherine’s subsequent interjection served as a spicy addition to the feast of debauchery.


    ‘No. Stop! I agree to your terms, King Henri. Spare the shemale, I beg you. I will acquiesce to your wishes.’


    Abbie was tantalized. What was so important about defending Philip? Perhaps his status as paying guest, although he seemed eager for any degree of humiliation. In any case, Catherine played the part well, even if the tone of the plea was in some way scripted.


    ‘Good.’ Henri beamed his pleasure as he began to issue his demands. ‘Your king will submit to my rook, as it is he who would have ’mated him had I chosen to inflict the coup de grace. You, Queen Catherine, will watch on your knees as I remove your crown. I will then take my pleasure with you, unless you find a willing surrogate who meets with my approval, in which case I may accept her as a substitute. Finally, order your remaining rook to remain still while we shackle him. I wish to ensure his power is drained.’


    Abbie was sure she saw Catherine gulp visibly. The queen’s first action was to walk across to Tony, to talk quietly with him. While she did so, Gloria was staring at the wanton Philip in front of her, poised with hind quarters raised in the air like those of a red-arsed baboon as he waited for Jean-Luc’s next move.


    ‘Go on, fuck him,’ she urged the young Frenchman. ‘He’s gagging to find out what it feels like to be fucked by a real man’s cock. I want him to admit he’s just a gay tart underneath. Make him suck you first.’


    The latter suggestion appeared to find favour with the victorious knight, who stepped out of his armoured skirt and pulled his penis and balls out of his black briefs, the lowered waistband impinging under the genitals, applying a modicum of pressure which aided his arousal as he masturbated his penis to full hardness.


    Before he was ready to introduce it to Philip’s open mouth, though, a distraction appeared in the form of Brenda, who had moved from the adjoining square. She had been stripping while listening to Gloria exhorting Jean-Luc to subject her husband to the most demeaning of all humiliations, and she now stood in Jean-Luc’s eyeline in just white suspenders, stockings, and shoes, with the cloak, shirt, and bloomers having been flung quickly to the floor.


    She let Jean-Luc feast his eyes on her more than ample breasts for a few moments. Then she turned and bent forward, reaching back with her arms at either side, pulling her arse cheeks as wide as she could, the better to offer her pulchritudinous pussy.


    Jean-Luc, presented with an embarrassment of erotic riches, solved the dilemma by using Philip’s mouth as a mere hors d’oeuvre, letting the submissive suck him for only a short time before withdrawing, whereupon he spanked Brenda on the arse a couple of times, ordering her onto her knees, in which position he introduced his swollen shaft into her yielding, hairy-gated chasm, proceeding to give her a long and staunch fucking.


    While all this was happening, Catherine had somehow persuaded Tony to give a nod of assent. This was all the vigilant Henri needed, and he immediately gave word to his two pornographic priestesses.


    ‘Leonora, Suzanne. Go. Milk the White Queen’s guardian, bring him to his knees.’


    They trotted forward, threading their way past isolated pawns, and the scene of Brenda’s and Philip’s abasement to Jean-Luc’s cock. Suzanne made a detour to the side, where Monique was relaxing, sitting atop the grass bank under her scoreboard. Rummaging in the kitbag in which Monique had brought her graphic icons, Suzanne found what she sought and joined her ally in Tony’s square.


    She was carrying a pair of handcuffs. She pulled the compliant man’s arms behind him and clicked them shut, rendering him helpless. At this, her partner knelt in front of Tony and, with one quick movement, yanked his briefs down, where she left them around his ankles. If Tony entertained any thoughts of receiving fellatio from the vampish Leonora, they were quickly dashed as she rose to her feet, where she began to flick her phallus against Tony’s cock, which had sprung forward nearly fully erect the moment he had been divested of his briefs.


    Suzanne, meanwhile, picked up her staff and began to push its business end between their captive’s legs, just below his arse. Adjusting his position for more comfort, Tony unwittingly allowed it to penetrate further forward, and she began to make small rotational movements with it, all the time with its end against his dangling bollocks.


    Abbie stood watching, on the bank behind Henri. She was growing unbearably horny. The memories of the fucking from Suzanne earlier, together with the lewd display of homosexual enjoyment into which Oliver and Jean-Claude had been forced, were still fresh in her mind. Now the eagerness with which Philip and Brenda had humbled themselves, and the imminent humiliation of the proud Tony at the points of Leonora’s and Suzanne’s dildos, had her simmering again, even so soon after her recent orgasm.


    She looked at Jean-Claude standing next to her. Desperate, she wondered whether she might somehow persuade his well-milked dick into a useful state if she got down and sucked on its come-drenched head. Perhaps she could get away with it if Henri’s attention remained with the ongoing collapse of the last of Catherine’s minions.


    As she contemplated why her brainwashed desire to comply with the unspoken rules of this perverted company was so strong, she was unexpectedly freed by Henri, who turned towards them and spoke.


    ‘Go round.’ He pointed towards the far side of the lawn. ‘You may watch your mistress’s final surrender from the bank behind the white end.’


    Abbie and Jean-Claude needed no second bidding and trotted around behind the banking. As they got to the far end and came up behind the shattered remnants of the white position, she was shocked to see how far the black-clad “bishops” had got with Tony. Both had divested themselves of their small cloaks and mitres, and worked bare-chested on their manacled captive.


    Leonora was wanking him, while Suzanne reached under her colleague’s fist with her left hand, and under Tony’s arse with her right, clinching his exposed balls in a pincer attack, no doubt squeezing and tickling at will. His legs were spread wider, resistance to the treatment a thing of the past.


    Suzanne murmured in French to her colleague, in response to which Leonora stopped what she was doing and walked across to the kitbag on the bank. Suzanne took over the cock masturbation with her left hand, remaining in control of the testicles with her right. Abbie saw Tony’s body stiffen as he watched Leonora’s actions. She had extracted a small tub of Vaseline from the bag, and, with its contents, was anointing both her phallic-ended staff and her strap-on dildo.


    When she was satisfied with the viscosity around the two penile extensions, she marched back towards Tony, grinning. Perceiving what was in store, he became frantic, jerking his pelvis, desperate for the friction provided by Suzanne’s encircling fist. But he did not gain release, and was then prevented from any rearward thrust as Leonora presented her long wand against his sphincter, lest he aided its entry by his own actions.


    Instead, he thrust as far forward as he could. Suzanne now had a firm and motionless grip on his cock. He trembled, up on the balls of his feet, as she spoke in a stage whisper.


    ‘Shall I let go?’


    ‘N-o-o-o-o-o. Please!’


    ‘You must accept the dildo, then.’


    ‘Yeah! Yeah!’


    He was almost sobbing with desperation.


    Maintaining her grip, she nodded to Leonora, who began the slow push, both hands on the stick like a glassblower introducing her work of art into the furnace.


    Suzanne was ready to extract the final payment, and spoke seductively.


    ‘Look at my bare titties, my dildo, my stockinged legs, my little corset. Do you renounce your queen for me?’


    ‘Yee-eah-ah-ah-ah!’


    Catherine watched with everyone else as the vow was struck, accompanied by the long trajectory of sperm as it arced across the lawn, landing all the way over in the next square of the chequer-board.


    Abbie had been staring open-mouthed at this, spellbound at Tony’s unexpected willingness to subject himself to an episode of unavoidable submission. Perhaps Catherine had extolled the benefits to be enjoyed when abandoning oneself to others, especially two such stunning specimens. His orgasm had certainly been spectacular.


    Her line of thought disappeared like an apparition when she felt a tap on her shoulder. Turning quickly, she was confronted by a grinning Oliver.


    ‘Would madam like a top-up?’ His broad smile was accompanied by a rare twinkle in his eye.


    Yes. She would. She was glad to be so near to him. Looking at his nudity, she realised she still had on the silly helmet, and hoisted it off her head. She took just enough time to unclip her bra and cast it aside, before she grasped Oliver round the back of his neck with her left arm.


    ‘I would like… topping up…’ Her voice was husky with desire, and she spoke no more, kissing him deeply and longingly. As her tongue jousted with his, two eels slithering manically in a helix of blind desire, she reached down with her right hand, locating his cock, delighting in its quick arousal.


    Coming up for breath, she let go of the cock and wrapped both arms around his neck, attempting to hoist herself up. Taking the cue, his strong hands supported her thighs and she launched her legs up, wrapping them around his trunk and locking them together behind him.


    His next move did not disappoint. Reaching under her left thigh, he had just enough purchase to steady his cock until it found her wet opening. She clung on tight to him, daring to ease the grip only when she felt the hot helmet ease within her vaginal mouth, pushing her open with its tapering, reptilian head. Then the shaft followed as she sank down, both his hands gripping her thighs strongly again, and she was possessed, riding the primeval organ, filled and sated, her raging female lusts completely quelled as she let the pleasure suffuse her.


    As the ineffable joy of initial penetration gradually subsided, she was able to take in her surroundings once more. Oliver seemed able to cope with holding her for some time to come, breathing fairly easily as she held tight and tried to keep her legs locked behind him to ease his task.


    She bounced very gently on his hard prick as he carried her to a better vantage point, enjoying the slight clitoral stimulation bestowed by osmosis through the close proximity of their bodies. Soon, she knew, she would want more. For now, she relaxed, and gazed past him down at the green and white arena.


    The Black King, Comte Henri, had arrived at the final rank of squares, the former stronghold of the white forces, to claim his prize. He was accompanied by the statuesque Napoleon, who stood next to him. The defeated White King, Keith, stood sheepishly, awaiting the whim of his conquerors.


    Catherine descended carefully down the bank, mindful of her high heels and heavy skirts. She presented herself in front of Henri, bowing her head in the last dignified act available to her prior to the stripping of all her privilege. Georges filmed the scene with his hand-held camera, standing aside at an angle to allow the stationary camera nearby to record a believable alternative view of the proceedings. His tense crouch betrayed his zeal, the body language of a seasoned professional lost in his task.


    Julie appeared then, with a tray. Abbie had never noticed her leave. She had abandoned what was left of the clumsy knight’s costume and was dressed only in her black bra and a pair of French-style wide knickers, the skirt-like hem decorated in white lace. She served Henri with white wine from a bottle in a chilled bucket. There were only two glasses. The other was for her mistress, Erika, who descended from her captivity on the bank and took up position next to the victorious king. She had pulled up her pantie girdle now, and with it regained her imperious demeanour. She and Henri sipped from their glasses, ready to dispense judgement on their powerless rivals.


    After savouring his wine with due diligence, Henri spoke.


    ‘Time for you to go down, my dear Catherine. You may find it easier without these skirts, do you not think?’


    Catherine did not reply, but merely accepted the logic of the situation and began to undo the clasps at the rear of her bustle. Henri looked on with interest, wineglass in hand, as Erika gloated unashamedly.


    This was not just a domination scenario, Abbie thought, looking down at her mistress’s striptease as she herself rode the cock of her conquering master’s servant. No, it was a domination scenario executed in a very French style, with panache and the maximum of dramatic flourishes. Bravo! She was proud to have been part of this erotic extravaganza.


    One by one, Catherine’s petticoats were cast aside, joining the outer skirt on the grass behind her. Finally, the last diaphanous garment was taken off.


    She was revealed to have been wearing no knickers whatsoever. It surprised Abbie. Had she been utterly confident of victory, or prepared for inevitable defeat? Whatever the reason, she now sank to her knees with her hourglass hips and sublimely rounded bottom on view to all. Her bustier extended only to the waist; below it a white suspender belt fulfilled the role of holding up the white stockings.


    Erika stepped across and assisted her in removing her bolero top, with its high collar and elaborate sleeves. Suddenly, Catherine was little more than a sleazily dressed slut with a crown, kneeling in abject surrender.


    And a moment later, even the crown was gone as Henri stepped forward and took it off her head.


    ‘You are defeated. No longer a queen, no longer to be treated with royal privilege. Acknowledge your status as a common pretender by kissing my codpiece.’


    Abbie watched in dismay as her beautiful lover licked the obscene blue protuberance with far too much lascivious enthusiasm. Her untouchable mistress, brought to heel and made to expose her submissive side in front of her disciples. It was shocking to the core. Maybe nobody could act the dominant for ever. Abbie, of all people, was keenly aware of the seductive allure of the servile side. Once experienced, it could be like a drug, hooking you, demanding you follow it to ever more demeaning depths.


    So then it was over. Henri looked across at the White King, ignoring Catherine, who continued to kneel before him. Time to deal with the figurehead, the nominal ruler, more helpless than ever with the power behind him humbled and drained of all pride.


    ‘Take him.’ Henri spoke to Napoleon as if motivated by a mere afterthought. Nevertheless, after moving to the grassy bank and settling comfortably, with Erika next to him, he gazed avidly at the small drama, proffering his glass to the scantily clad Julie for a refill.


    Napoleon moved into the square where Keith stood. He spoke, but he was a man of few words.


    ‘Strip. Everything above the waist.’


    Keith did so, gesturing quizzically at his crown. Did Napoleon intend him to take off this as well?


    The giant’s voice betrayed some irritation.


    ‘Leave the crown on. It looks better when a king sucks dick. Kneel.’


    Keith complied. There was no doubt now what the next move would be.


    Abbie was beginning to tire. She whispered to Oliver, ‘Let me down. Fuck me doggy style so that we can both watch. I need my clitty frigging.’


    To her astonishment, Oliver followed her prescribed list of actions. She was more amazed at her own audacity than anything else.


    She was in time to get a glimpse of Napoleon’s cock as he stepped out of his briefs. Then he turned to treat the audience to a profile view, as Keith shuffled round to follow suit, and now they saw the dangling dick in all its glory. Its proportions matched the well-endowed stature of its owner, both in length and girth. Abbie thought it to be at least seven inches long, but had to rapidly revise her estimate as Napoleon encircled it with his large fist and masturbated it slowly. By the time he finished, Keith’s lips were opening to accommodate a veritable python of a penis, well over eight inches long, and thick enough to frighten all but the most pliable of women.


    Keith began to suck, bobbing his head on the monster. Abbie quelled her disgust at his enthusiasm, admitting to herself that Keith was only doing what she would like to, given the chance. Despite Keith’s evident aptitude, he was only able to fellate one-third of the length of the mighty prick, and after giving Georges several minutes of memorable close-up footage, Napoleon grew weary of the game and withdrew.


    ‘Stay there. Pull your pansy white tights down and stick your arse in the air.’


    Keith’s face contorted in horror.


    ‘No. I mean please… I don’t think I can.’


    Napoleon threw back his head and laughed. He turned to Suzanne and Leonora, who had stood watching from the middle of the lawn since finishing with Tony.


    ‘Want to warm him up?’


    Leonora was the first, her dildo gleaming with the slithery transparency of the Vaseline she had earlier prepared for Tony. She moved across and knelt behind Keith, making sure that the majority of the audience, along with Georges of course, had a clear view from the side. Then, the mesmerised rabbit Keith having forgotten Napoleon’s order, she rolled his tights back, and pulled them down to his knees. Meanwhile, Suzanne went over to Monique’s bag and began to lubricate her own dildo.


    Abbie had an unobscured view of Keith’s face as he was taken. A mask of surprise and horror, it morphed into a limp, open-mouthed smile of passive pleasure as he abandoned any pretence of control. By the time Suzanne took her turn and had him, he was clutching his dick in one hand, supporting himself with the other as he kissed the feet of Erika, who had walked over to stand above his prostrate head. With unconcealed contempt, she addressed him.


    ‘Wank yourself to a finish, you disgusting pig.’ She leant down and removed his crown, while all the while Georges filmed. ‘Napoleon will spare you, you are not worthy of his attentions anyway. Wank and call me mistress while Suzanne attends to your debased needs.’


    And Abbie enjoyed the same feeling as her boyfriend, fucked from behind by a desirable member of the opposite sex upon whom she had first set eyes only two or three hours earlier. For her, though, it was her lover who reached round and rubbed her pleasure centre as she supported herself with both arms.


    It was the final act of the drama below which tipped her over the edge, the final, unexpected act of fornication on top of all the earlier debauchery.


    Julie was the first participant. Preoccupied with her boyfriend’s arousing demise, Abbie hadn’t noticed the big woman put down her tray and strip off her underwear. She now saw her stride to the centre of the lawn and then lie down on her back. She opened her legs, placed both hands between them, and frigged without shame, one hand on the clitty, the other extending two and then three fingers into the widening fanny.


    Then, as Napoleon walked over to join her, she pulled her legs up and almost above her head, hands clasping the thick thighs, the round arse in full, colossal display framing the wide cunt within the adorning labia. Abbie watched goggle-eyed as she took the giant cock with practiced ease, folded like a jack-knife with her muscular lover on top, spread for him, the willing, accommodating hussy who gave him what no other girl here could.


    And as she watched the unchallenged cock slide into the unfillable cunt, and when the balls began to slap against Julie as her lover started to see to her needs like no one else could, Abbie felt the fingering on her clit, and the pumping cock within her, and gave in to the inevitable just as Oliver pulsed in tribute to her many charms.


    With their last strength, they disengaged to collapse upon the grass. Naked and spent, they were claimed by sleep.


    When they woke, it was to find the field of play deserted. Blinking, Abbie felt for a moment like Alice, woken from a dream world behind the Looking Glass. But there was no light blue dress and pinafore. Had she shrunk after drinking a potion, leaving a giant floral frock, bra, and knickers, on a grassy hill far, far away?


    Reality began to shuffle the cards of her befuddled mind into some sort of order. Looking down at her silver sandals and shinguards, she remembered some of the events of the afternoon. The chequered lawn was strewn with various pieces of plastic weaponry, cloaks, and elaborate costumes including most of Catherine’s garb as the White Queen. Abbie spied her own knickers in the middle of the battlefield, token of her surrender.


    ‘I think we’d better get back to the house. Everyone’s gone.’


    Oliver grunted, murmuring assent as he came to. She saw her bra on the grass bank nearby and rose, undoing the ridiculous shinpads as she went.


    When they entered the house, it was to find the others once more in their everyday clothes, as if nothing unusual had happened since their arrival. Abbie was nonplussed, wearing only bra and panties. Oliver was even less decent, having remained casually nude, though the contrast with the clothed majority did not seem to faze him in the slightest.


    While Napoleon led one or two of the others in a ribald cheer, Abbie reddened, caught on Henri’s stern gaze. His icy countenance melted in an instant as he offered his greetings, the urbane and solicitous host once more.


    ‘Your dress is upstairs where you left it, my dear. Do rejoin us when you have dressed; we will be eating shortly.’


    Abbie smiled weakly as she ran the gauntlet of polite staff and guests, smartly dressed, sipping wine or coffee, chatting amongst themselves. Most of them had been brazenly exposed, participating in a sleazy tableau of sexual abandon, just an hour or two earlier. It was as though a switch had been thrown, and she was now illogically embarrassed to be walking amongst them in only her underwear. She hurried up the stairs in search of her frock.


    Their meal was another buffet, this time with a variety of hot food to choose from. Abbie found herself a space on a couch next to Gloria, and sat down with her tray. She was not quite sure how best to start a conversation, but needn’t have worried, the petite blonde barely drawing breath before launching into a blow by blow account of her escapades.


    ‘You missed the best bit, falling asleep. At least the best bit, as far as I was concerned…’


    And so it continued, as Abbie was informed that Gloria had secured her slice of the action by volunteering as Catherine’s proxy, thence to strip and kneel before King Henri, exploring under the upper hose to grapple with the intricacies of the straps which held the grotesquely imposing codpiece to his groin, before removing it and treating their host to a lengthy blowjob, as she called it. She had finally been given a “lovely shafting”, lying on her back on his doublet atop the grassy bank “imagining he was a Tudor prince, stripped above the waist, with his codpiece removed to reveal his delicious cock”.


    Abbie pursed her lips to convey how impressed she was, while wondering when they would be setting off back to Catherine’s villa.


    Most of them were rather pleasantly woozy from the food and wine at the chateau when they arrived back. Only Catherine and Tony, the drivers, were a little less relaxed, having had to forego the wine.


    Abbie was still bemusedly reflecting on the shift from the dynamics of the field of erotic battle, as it were, to the pleasantries and scrupulously polite demeanour of Henri and his staff as they took their leave after their meal. As he thanked them all and assured them of a warm welcome at the chateau at any time in the future, only Erika had betrayed her deeper feelings in any way, her face ice cool, yet with the twinkle in the eye and the satisfaction etched in the nuance of the smile, that said “you came here and were soundly defeated, humiliated, stripped and used like weak harlots at our hands, and I loved it”.


    After they pulled up in the courtyard of the villa, Abbie sought out Philip, who had been in the other vehicle. She had a question, and he seemed a steady sort who might be forthright to a degree.


    ‘So how was Catherine on the way back?’


    He smiled, picking up the nuance immediately.


    ‘Somewhat more subdued than usual, I should say. But I dare say she’ll learn from her error should the chance arise again. Hardly an everyday event, though.’


    ‘Indeed. Oh well. Goodnight, Philip.’


    ‘Goodnight.’


    Abbie heard Catherine speaking in the background.


    ‘Tony, join us for some wine. And you, Brenda. I need a drink. Get some bottles out, Jean-Claude.’


    Clearly, four was company, any more a crowd. No matter. She was tired after the day’s exertions. She went to bed with her checkmated king.


    The following day, they had a run to Avignon. They took Monique with them, borrowing the Peugeot. At the last minute, Catherine decided to join them. It would improve her mood, she said, getting out. Jean-Claude was busy in his workshop anyway, and the four guests had fixed their own agendas, Tony and Brenda having a run to the coast, Philip and Gloria staying at the villa to indulge in some kind of bondage based activity in the basement.


    Keith drove, Abbie beside him, Catherine seemingly happy in a back seat for once. Abbie mused as Keith sped competently along. So sure as a driver, so wimpish at times in his sexuality. There was no accounting for people at all. But life would be boring if everyone was a paragon in all departments.


    She had taken the plunge with the minidress, the purple one this time, displaying an alarming amount of bare leg. But Keith had whistled when he saw her in it. Obviously not worried about every wolf in Avignon leering at her, then.


    They explored the centre and shops, pausing to savour coffee, people-watching in the lively town. Towards the afternoon, they found themselves in the park near the cathedral. Catherine and Abbie stood on the promontory where the outskirts and river are overlooked, the other members of the party wandering nearby.


    ‘Ahhh.’ A long sigh. ‘It is nice to get away for a while. It is good to work from home on the whole, but you must know, Abbie, as an hotelier, that it has its drawbacks.’


    ‘Yes. I know what you mean,’ said Abbie, gazing at the wide Rhone below them. ‘You’re always on site. This holiday has been good for me.’ She paused, wondering whether to say it. ‘In all respects. Thank you.’


    ‘My pleasure.’


    ‘It is very good of you. Especially since… as far as I understand it, the other couples have paid fairly handsomely for their vacation with you.’


    ‘One must make a living, chérie. They are happy enough. I provide the background. It is up to them what they do with it.’


    ‘Don’t you find it rather odd? I mean, to some extent, mixing business with pleasure?’


    Catherine laughed softly.


    ‘It is what I have chosen. It is similar to your job; you maintain a professional front. It is like driving a car or writing a book: lots of people think they can do it, but few are able to do it well.’


    ‘I suppose you’re right, if you put it like that. I hadn’t quite thought of it that way. I am professionally minded,’ she continued, ‘but I don’t think my husband is quite so dedicated.’


    ‘Yes. What are you going to do about all that?’


    ‘I think we’ll have to split. I can’t be doing with him and that maid right under my nose.’


    ‘Quite right. A dalliance en vacances, as it were, is all very well, but not domestically. It is why Jean-Claude is strictly forbidden from consorting with Monique.’


    A few seconds went by before she continued.


    ‘I feel a little sorry for Monique. She needs a proper boyfriend, girlfriend, whatever. She may not come to London with me this winter, she says… You must let me know how this divorce thing goes, and if I can help. And tomorrow, after the others leave, we must have a serious talk before you go.


    ‘Do you intend staying with Keith?’ She switched the subject suddenly.


    ‘I suppose I will. Even though he tricked me about this holiday, for the most part– I mean in general life– I know where I am with him.’


    ‘He will be loyal to you. Don’t worry about his behaviour at the villa. Use your knowledge as power. I will give you some tips, though I am sure you can stand on your own…’


    The following day, as Keith prepared the motorhome and trailer for departure, Catherine sat down with Abbie in the kitchen. The others had left earlier, and even Monique came through to say goodbye.


    ‘Goodbye, Monique. We will meet again.’


    ‘Au revoir, la belle grande salop! Je t’aime.’ The smile was broad, negating the insult.


    They kissed, mwah, mwah, on the cheeks, Abbie’s face as red as a radish, before the young woman exited to her beat-up Renault and was away in a cloud of dust.


    On the way north, they found a municipal campsite which was still open. It was nearly deserted, the season dying as September shaded towards October. They sat in the motorhome, watching the sun fade as Abbie opened a bottle of Chateau Beaulieu.


    ‘Well,’ she said, ‘that was a holiday with a difference. We need to have a serious chat about the future.’


    She could sense him gulp, timid in the face of her business-like tone. Providing he still wanted her, she held all the cards. Whatever had he expected, when he led her into Catherine’s den of iniquity…?

  


  
    Chapter Sixteen – New Themes in Hospitality


    Abbie locked the flat and took the lift downstairs to the lobby. She wheeled her travelling case behind her to the back entrance, which opened to the small courtyard where residents were able to keep their cars, a boon in this crowded part of London just north of Oxford Street, between Baker Street and the Tottenham Court Road.


    She opened the boot of the Mazda and hefted the small case in. The client had gone half an hour ago, but she had dawdled over a coffee after changing. White cotton panties and bra were a comfortable replacement for the black Lycra pantie girdle and black leather bra she had been wearing during the session. The black leather Cuban-heeled boots were less than ideal for driving as well, so she now had on sensible flat shoes.


    The black hold-up stockings remained, though. She liked their tartish contrast with the white frock she now wore. Luckily, this client hadn’t been too fussy. Some of them were so, so particular. You must wear a rubber suspender belt with six suspenders, and so on. People didn’t realise how much capital outlay was needed in this business! At least the overheads were gratifyingly low, with Keith owning the flat. She texted him that she was OK, and turned the ignition key.


    The client had been no trouble at all. Most of them were the same, carefully cultivated by Catherine over the last few years. “A whip and a wank,” she’d said, “that’s what they want. Treat them like dirt, strip them nude, and have them crawl around like a dog. You are the goddess; all you have to do is believe it. They are worthless worms, too straitlaced to beg their wives to bend them over and fuck them like a bitch. The wives are happy with the bridge club and the mansion. They probably don’t even care about the milking of their husbands by the likes of us, as long as the salary cheques roll in.”


    Abbie laughed, remembering Catherine’s rant as she turned onto Oxford Street. Then it was Hyde Park Corner, the manic flow of traffic jostling for position. Brought up in London, it did not worry her unduly as she shifted to second and accelerated through the lights, keeping up with the flow.


    On the M3, she settled down to a steady 75. Next stop Dorset. Hopefully she would find David gone when she returned.


    The last few months had been a battle, but worth it for the final result. The amount left to her in her father’s will, after she helped her mother sell off one of his investment properties, had been enough to go most of the way towards buying David out. She had allowed Keith and Catherine to come in with a sixteenth share each in the hotel and business. Her sisters were happy, the saint and the housewife, with an equal and unexpected windfall, neither of them big on financial matters, treating it as a lovely bonus.


    And her mother seemed settled, as far as she would ever be. The hardest part had been persuading her that the divorce from David was for the best. He got more than he deserved, the adulterous tart, but it was worth it to get the clean slate she needed. She had enjoyed seeing Magda’s face when she broke the news, coldly and calmly.


    ‘David’s moving out next week, the agreement has been signed. You’d better go with him. You’re sacked anyway.’


    Tony’s son had been a boon, doing a lot of the legal processing for a nominal fee, though she’d had to dance round the possibility of Brenda answering the house phone initially, their relations remaining at near Siberian latitudes.


    Tony himself had helped with the conversion of the dusty cellars at the hotel– for a fair price, of course. Keith had come down over long weekends, adept with masonry drills also, and now an area was available, closed to regular eyes, with stocks, chains on the walls, and suchlike. It needed a little juggling, but the kink-seeking clients who had started to book could easily be slotted in once the commercial travellers had left after breakfast.


    Their regular chef, Paul, had needed a bit of judicious working on, at the right moments. Abbie had emphasised, firstly, that his job was secure, with a pay rise. Secondly, absolute discretion was demanded, on pain of dismissal. It seemed in the end that pound notes reached to his usually camouflaged inner core of integrity.


    Thirdly, though, she had made sure that their planned annual “Pony Fest” coincided with his summer holidays. It was too much to expect him to cater for a hotel full of pony-play perverts without blabbing one night in the local pub. Jean-Claude had produced four more of his special traps over the winter, and Keith had gone down in a van to bring them back, under strict instructions for a one night stay only.


    In any case, Catherine had insisted on a hands-off policy regarding Keith. He was now, she said, Abbie’s “personal property”. And, indeed, Abbie’s knowledge of his predilections had ensured that she dominated him from the moment they’d had their frank talk in the middle of France on that return trip. Dear Keith. Dear obedient Keith. Abbie had crossed the line Monique had spoken of, and was now the controlling and responsible dominatrix. But it had its rewards. Keith, corralled by a strict word or hinting eyebrow, was in the end quite a good fuck. Not quite in Jean-Claude’s league perhaps, but you couldn’t have everything.


    Her thoughts returned to the early summer. A week of high-paying perverts indulging in equine-orientated sexuality before the regular guests started to book in the school holidays. She would do the cooking for once. Catherine would be coming over to help inaugurate the event and play the ringmistress. Yes, she was looking forward to it.


    With foreign holidays and the rise in the ownership of motorhomes affecting their level of bookings, perhaps this string to their bow could be developed to fill the occasional vacuum. Overlap. There was the problem. And she must ensure that Susan never visited unexpectedly. Tell her there was a naturist convention or something.


    She smiled as her business brain grappled with the possible permutations, working out figures. High-paying perverts versus conventional families. She should have been a high-flying international hotel chain executive, juggling the marketing, descending on hapless underlings, seeing if they were up to the mark.


    But she was happy. The gravel crunched as she pulled in to the beautiful building she owned, with its secluded rear gardens behind the high hedges at the rear, ideal for naughty goings-on.


    She shut the door of the sports car and strode into the hotel. Behind the reception desk was a new but familiar face.


    ‘Hi. Did you get anywhere with hiring a new helper?’


    ‘Yes. A strong young man from the village. Very willing and polite.’


    ‘Have him fetch my bag in from the Mazda. So, what do you think? How’s my new manageress settling in?’


    ‘It is all good, Abbie. All under control. And I think this new boy has the makings of a suitably virile young stud. For sure, he will take a while to train, but once he has staying power… Zut alors, he will be a Trojan, a young version of Jean-Claude…’


    ‘I do hope so, Monique, I do hope so. Keith is coming down at the weekend and I can’t share him with you for ever…’


    Try Students of Submission by Leigh Turner – Out Now
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